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PREAMBLE. 



fT would perhaps be impossible to write a Book to 
please everyone, and it would be equally im- 
possible to write a Book that would please no one. 
The Humorous Parson will, I have not a doubt, 
be thought by some to be far too humorous for the pro- 
duction of a minister of Christ, others will condemn 
thtt book on the ground that it is not half funny enough, 
while many will decide that the spice has been put in 
with a careful hand. We have used great plainness of 
speech — we have not called hell ^' Pandemonium" nor 
a lie " equivocation ; " indeed, we have tried to tear off 
the genteel covering of every crime named in this little 
work. The language is that of the masses — ^plenty of 
hard hitting, and little mercy for wrong doing. It may 
not be acceptable to the tipper ten, nor the fastidious 
circle, but the thousands of John Bulls, with all their 
sisters, we are vain enough to think will find them- 
selves at home with it. May it be found at home with 
them ! Why good advice should not be given in a 
merry form we know not. Even the gospel is made a 
dull story by dull preachers and authors. Our aim has 



ever been to speak and write in such a way that the 
people would receive what was offered to them; and, 
after twenty years, we feel more than ever convinced of 
the righteousness of our position. We think that wit 
and humor may be lawfully used on . the side of truth. 
Why should all that is cheerful, or even the funny, be 
pushed out of religion? Pacetiousness is sanctified 
when it gains the ear and makes it listen to the royal 
truths of the Book of God. 

If this book gains the eye, and conveys to the heart 
a plain spoken gospel, presented, as it is, in a curt 
manner, the critics might as well praise the book ! But 
they are at liberty to do as they will — our consolation 
will be, should they put their sword across our throat, 
that the Humorous Parson is in company with ten 
thousand of had books which they, in their righteous 
indignation have passed sentence upon ! It is not to be 
wondered at that we think the child a nice creature, and 
believe it will live and become strong. We hope it will 
not live as a little consumptive, inoffensive mortal, with- 
out the power to make itself heard in the land. Should 
it scratch some one in the face, or put its fingers in some- 
body's eyes, or tempt some one to slap it, it will only go 
to show that it is a strong baby. Some will not like 
the name of the child, others will complain of its dress ; 
but, when all such have uttered their little speeches, 
there will still be left for the Humorous Parson a 
congregation numbering vastly more than those who 
may choose to dislike this volume. We say with Pilate 
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what we have written we have written ; we cannot 
Tuido what we have done if we would, and we would 
not if we conld. So we leave it with the public. 

We are quite willing to admit that the sermons are 
not after the fashion of the black-cloth white-tie order ! 

It may be thought that, as a reverend, E. J. S. had 
no right to write such a book. All that we can say is, 
we don't believe in hhck crape — neither in the pulpit 
nor out of it. Murders and shipwrecks may be a 
pleasing chapter for the eyes of some, but the great 
mass of readers like the droll. Gold may be placed in 
an odd purse, and so may a truth in humorous phrase- 
ology. There is no need to put on the black cap to 
preach the gospel in, nor the foors cap either ! If any 
one complains of froth, we assure them that good beer 
always has plenty ! ! ! Wheat don't grow without chaff ; 
but should there be found any in these pages, let it be 
known that it is the best kind of chaff ever found on 
any farm. 

We recommend the book to the eyes of a generous 
public, we believe they will take it to their hearts. If 
we err in our judgment, our cry shall be — 

Please to pity the poor blind. 

E. J. SILVEETON. 
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THE HUMOROUS PARSON. 



I. 

-"THERE'S LIFE IN A BARKEB AND DEATH 

IN A EOAEEE." 



(( 



A living dog is better than a dead lion." — Eccle8iast48 ix. 4. 



irS\ISPLAY is one gi'eat feature in the world's 

^^^ exhibition. Men are fond of making a show. 

They love pomp and greatness, and they 

are ever trying, as men say, to turn the best side 

to London. 

Pretence and profession are the great leaders in 
the fashionable world. 

The lion, and not the dog, is shown. A real lion, — 
a lion in all his glory and splendour. It might be 
said in many cases, ** Walk up, ladies and gentlemen, 
and see the live lions of pride and fashion ;'* and it 
might be also added, '* Stuffed with straw." 

In Trafalgar Square, London,' there are four 
lions — one at each point of the base of Nelson's 
Column. They are beautifully worked, and are a 
handsome set-off to that part of the West End ; but 
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a spiteful little terrier dog would do more to protect 
Lord Nelson against an invasion than these four dead 
roarers. 

Some time ago the head of the police was success- 
ful in having put to death a great number of street 
barkers, and dead dogs were in great abundance ; if 
he could have also j)ut to death the dead roarers which 
then, as well as now, lift their brazen heads, it would 
have been a most excellent thing. 

But men will keep up the lion of appearance. 

The gilt on the gingerbread is everything, it makes 
it sell ; and it would seem as if the world had been • 
trying to prove King Solomon wrong in his con- 
clusions concerning the dog and the lion. 

Give dead lions the most prominent places in the 
cit}'. Stand them on the steps of our mansions — at 
the doors of commerce — in the bridge ways — and in 
all public gardens : nay, let the lion be typical of 
England's greatness, and still a few living dogs shall 
be of more service to the country than all these 
fashioned blocks of stone and metal. For a dog will 
worry a thief, kill a rat, and alarm a foe. 

A living dog is better than a dead lion. A pair of 
lions at your front door, one on each side, would not 
deter a housebreaker half so much as a good barker 
in the back yard, who would constantly inform his 
visitors that he was prepared to insert his teeth in 
any part of any gentleman's leg, for the special 
benefit of his master. 



The Humorous Parson. 9 

We want the useful rather than the beautiful. A 
stuffed lion is very well, but he oould not kill a 
mouse ; while many a pleasing tale may be told of 
liying dogs : they have been protectors of i>roperty 
and important members of the Humane Society. 
But what shall we say of dead lions ? AVe can only 
say ^8 the boy did of his kitten, ** Its a dead un !*' 

A good farthing is better than a bad soveroign ; 
and one real friend is more to bo valued than a 
hundred pretenders. 

A loving heart is better than a smiling face ; but 
to marry them, better still. The church is protected 
by a living Saviour ; but the defence of the world is 
in dead lions. 

A living backslider has more hope of heaven 
than a dead sinner. This is hard for a natural 
man to understand. We don't believe a man 
to be a Christian unless he walks like one, 
and shows the true signs of one. It is a fearful thing 
for a man who has once walked in the ways of the 
Lord to depart from them. If you, my poor 
brother, ever tasted that the Lord was gracious, if 
you were really brought to Jesus at first, you may 
yet be restored to all the joys of Christ's religion. 
There is more hope of your soul going to heaven 
than the dead sinner who has never sought for mercy f 
you are a child, although you have run away from 
home, and broken the Father's law. You have 
spoiled your religious garments, spotted them with 
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the mud of your sins, yet God is your Faiiher, and He 
has the best robe, which He will put on you when 
you return. Oh, come home ; come home. " Ah ! 
Sir," you say, " I have been away so long." That's 
ust why you should at once return. " Ah ! " says 
another, '*! have sinned so greatly since I was first 
ealled, and I feel ashamed to come." WeH, there's 
all the more need why you should come, even now- 
Oh, come home ; come home. 

I say there is more hope of heaven for this poor 
backsliding brother than some who have never known 
the Lord. The backslider can pray for God to bless, 
as in days past. He can say, ''Thou hast blessed 
me, and I have rejoiced in Thee, and there is still in 
my soul some love to Thee, oh, my God." But a 
dead sinner is a dead lion and cannot plead anything 
of the kind. He has never in all his life bowed 
the knee to God. Remember, prayerless man, you 
have nothing to boast of. The backslider has some 
life, you have none. God will complete the work 
began. 

"Come into the fold, 

Come out of the cold, 

Don*t wait till you're old, 

The devil won't scold. 

If to him you're sold, 

Then for Jesus he hold, 

Before you are rolled 

Bight into your grave." 
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Again. The most humble of church members are 
of more use in the church than many who seem great 
aad important. Mrs. Shy-body does more for the 
cause than Mr. Big-man. Mrs. Shy-body is a 
little unassuming woman, who is ever running to and 
fro, doing good for the cause; not trying to hurt 
people's minds by telling what she has heard, such 
as — ** I say, Mrs. So-and-So has had two new bonnets 
this summer, I am sure she cannot afford it." There 
are too many of this sort, who do a great deal of 
harm. But it is not bo with Mrs. Shy-body ; she is 
ever saying some kind word to somebody, — not 
sowing the seeds of discord. She would not tell you 
if she heard a bad report about you. She don't like 
to tell bad news ; if she cannot make people happy, 
she will not make Ihem unhappy. The minister and 
deacons do not take much notice of this good woman; 
the church does not notice her. This she likes all 
the better, for she is very shy, and does not wish to 
be observed. What she does she does for the Lord, 
with her heart in the right place. She is indeed of 
value to any churdb. But it is not thus with 
Mr. Big-man. He is a fine man, and tall, with 
a large waistcoat and a long purse ! a most impor- 
tant individual ! If he be a deacon or a trustee, or be 
in any office, he will be sure to show himself off to 
advantage. He contributes £5 per year to the 
support of the cause, and of course he is somebody ; 
the minister is afraid of him, his fellow deacons are 
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afraid of him, and all tlie church stands in fear of 
him. No motion can be carried without him; 
nothing must be done without his approval ; he must 
be consulted in everything. He can't pray in public, 
nor visit the sick ; nor is he very spiritually minded. 
He don't attend prayer meetings, nor does he often 
need a sermon in the week-day. Still he is a very 
great man : he is the leading man in the cause. 

Smother them ; choke them ; scatter them ; hang 
them ; do anything with them ; only take them out 
of the church. Dead lions! dead lions! "Away 
with them," as the man said to the dungeon. 

If there be a blight resting on our churches, it is 
the allowing of any such lord to rule and reign. We 
«^ant more Mrs. Shy-bodies. If this good sister did 
not like the sermon she would not say a word to any 
one about it, not she. That's the better way : if you 
do not like a sermon, don't name it, for my sake. If 
you are pleased, all very well to say so, but never 
grumble. 

" A bladder full of wind, 
"Won't weigh a pound of lead, 
Nor will those swollen bulky folks, 
With nothing in their head." 

You may reckon, dear friends, that you are as 
common and as worthy to be despised as a dog ; as 
unworthy of notice as a living dog. Yet remember, 
a living dog is better than a dead lion. Mr. Big- 
man is a dead lion, and wherever he is foimd he is a 
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hindrance to the life, peace, and happiness of the 
cause, — a pompous, proud, ill-tempered stand-in-the- 
way, is every Mr. Big-man in God's churcli. 

However humble, however mean, or however small 
oiu' efforts may be — and even if they be estimated at 
the price of a dog — still we will go on with our work, 
knowing that it is not those who make the most noise 
of wliat they do who do the most. Mr. Big-man 
appears very noble, and certainly looks like a great 
man ; but then we all know he is a dead lion, and 
we know also that a living dog is better. 

Go on in your little way, brothers, to do good, do 
wh.at you do in the spirit of humility, and the Lord 
wliom you serve shall bless you and make you happy. 
Do not say you cannot work for the Lord, that you 
have no qualifications. It is not the wisest men, or 
those who are looked upon by man as being great, 
who are the most useful in the world. There may be 
death in the lion and life in the dog, you know. 

Now the text is true concerning wealth and faith. 
Wealth is a great lion, — looks grand, — stands out in 
all its pomp and glory. Wealth is the mother of 
pleasure. What will men not do for pleasure ? It 
is the lion they seek, the God they worship, it is their 
joy. They know nothing of holy pleasures such as 
saints rejoice in. 

I saw a company of men and women coming home 
the other evening, and they were singing and shouting 
with all their might, they were very red in the face, 
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and their eyes seemed to say that they had had a 
drop too much. This was the very highest pitch of 
happiness with them. They know nothing higher 
than this, nothing beyond this. But, beloved, we have 
more solid joys, and morelasting pleasures, than these. 

The religion of Christ is the only thing to make 
men really happy. This will help through life, and 
in the hour of death smooth our pillow and cheer our 
fainting heart ; and when none else can help us it 
will be our joy and eternal delight. Ah faith, not 
wealth ; grace, not gold. The golden lion may 
please men's eyes, but the life of Jesus alone can save 
men's souls. Life is better than death ; but oh, how 
many men go mad for wealth and pleasure. 

There was once a man who had escaped from a 
madhouse. It was the cus.ton in the house whence he 
came out, to put the mad people up to their necks in 
cold water, to strengthen their nerves and to stimu- 
late the brain. This escaped madman was sitting on 
a gate, when a number of gents came along, red coat& 
on, and caps with peaks, on fine horses. The mad- 
man called to one — ** And where are you going?" 
" We are going hunting." ** Oh," said the madman, 
** what are you going to hunt ? " *^ A fox," was the 
reply. " How much is that horse worth ?'" " Fifty 
pounds ; some are worth a hundred," said the hunts- 
man. ** How much are these dogs worth ?" said the 
madman. **From two to three guineas each." 
''And how much is the fox worth?" ** Nothing," 
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said the luintsman. '* My word/' said the madman^ 
" if our govemop gets hold of you he'll put you up 
to the neck." The madman thought it madness 
indeed for so much wealth to be nmning after 
nothing. 

We must remember that wealth cannot bribe 
death. Many a rich man would pay death a thousand 
pounds, or fifty thousand pounds, if he would leave 
the house ; but death is not to be paid out in that 
way. '* I am sent from the King," saith deaths 
** and I must do my work, and you must die." 

Wealth cannot atone for sin. Earthly wealth 

cannot buy heavenly treasure ; our sins must be 

renaoved by the blood of Jesus Christ. Wealth 

suddenly flys away. Men are rich to-day and poor 

to-morrow. ** Biohes take to themselves wings 

and fly away," saith the Scriptures. Many have 

found this awfully true. • We are also told that if 

riches increase we are not to set our hearts upon them^ 

Love not the world, nor the things of the world. 

Saints must be careful of golden fetters. Faith is 

sneered at by the world. '* Give us gold and 

pleasure," say they; but then they know not the 

value of faith. Faith is life, the life of God in the 

soul. He who has faith in God through Jesus Ohrist, 

by the Holy Spirit, is not only rich, but he is holy as 

well. Faith makes a man rich indeed. Paul, 

speaking of the holy men of God in olden times, how 

they had faith, saith, *' Who through faith subdued 

B 2 
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kingdoms, wrought righteousness, obtained promisee, 
stopped, the mouths of lions, quenched the violence 
of fire, escaped the edge of the sword, out of weak- 
ness were made strong; waxed valiant in fight, turned 
to flight the armies of the aliens." Men filled with 
the Holy Spirit, and with mighty faith in GK)d, shall 
make the world tremble yet. It is not the lion of 
intellectuality which is needed, but the living truth 
of Q-od. There are many dead lions in pulpits, but 
of course they are not heard. 

Oh ! for precious faith. Faith to pierce the dark- 
ness, faith to smile at the storm, faith to depend on 
Ood, faith in the hour of woe, faith in life, faith in 
death. May it be said of us, dear friends, as it is 
said of those numbered by the Apostle, ** These all 
died in faith." Oh ! beloved, one grain of faith is 
better than many quarters of grain. Grace in the 
heart is better than gold in the bank. Yes, living 
faith is better than dead wealth. If you could Hve 
in a house of gold, and die on a bed of gold, and be 
buried in a coffin of gold, and be lodged in a tomb of 
gold, stiU, a living dog is better than you. Have 
you, my readers, faith in God? Let the widow 
have faith in God, and she shall find a trve 
husband in the Almighty. Let the fa^erless hwre 
faith in God, and they shall find a hand to lead them 
up to manhood and eternal life, and receive them at 
last into His unchanging kingdom. Let the sinner 
have faith in God, and he shall escax>e all the 
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pollutions wliicli are in this world, and shall be ever- 
lastingly crowned with heavenly joy. Let the saint 
liave faith in God, and it shall be to him an in- 
exhaustible bank from which he shall draw supplies 
oi divine treasure his life through. Faith is better 
than wealth. A living dog is better than a dead lion. 

'* A hill of mighty size, 

In anybody's eyes, 

Is not so dearly prized 

As a little thing which lies, 

Like a star dropped from the skies 

In the shop of Mr. Qny'i." 
(a diamond.) 

Beality is better than formality. Life is better 
than show. It is not how we seem to be, but how 
we are. Man looks on the outward appearance, but 
God-knows the heart. It is not how religiously we 
look, but how religious we really are. 

The life of God don't, consist in the saying of 
prayers, nor the going through any set of formalities. 
Prayer is not simply talking, but it's feeling. You 
•can pray without the prayer book, without a word. 
^'Prayer is the motion of an hidden fire which 
trembles in the breast. It's the simpliest form of 
speech that infaint lips can try. It's the sublimest 
strains that reach the Majesty on high. The fallen 
tear, the deep-fetched sigh," the would to God I 
were a man of Qod, are prayers offered to heaven not 
in vain« Some of you cannot pray aloud; weU, 
never mind, so long as you can pray in your heart. 
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You cannot kneel down before the yoiing men wlio 
sleep in your chamber ; you cannot pray before them, 
they would laugh at you and make sport. Well, do 
not be sad about that. God can hear without words. 
If you cannot kneel, stand ; if you cannot stand, lie 
down ; anyhow so long as your heart cries unto the- 
Lord. It's not the form, but the power. Many of 
you think you do not pi ay because you do not go 
through the form. There are many, it ia to be feared, 
go through the form regularly enough, but who ar& 
none the better for it. 

" A talking bird may talk absurd, 

Not know a word of all its cbatter, 
lake some who pray from day to day, 
"With my Lord Bishop's praying matter." 

You have heard of the man who said, "John, haT& 
you wet the tobacco?" **Yes, sir." ^* And mixed 
the common sugar with the best, and put the chioory 
in the coffee, and adulterated the pepper?*' "Yes, 
sir ; I have done it all." " Then come in to prayers." 
Ah ! how many have aU this ceremony and ho 
sincerity I Depend upon it, my readers, you want 
something more than outward show. You had better 
be like the man who said, " Oh Lord, bless me and 
my wife, our Tom and his wife, us four and no more. 
Amen. 

It must be inward grace that shall save you. 
One tear of repentance shall be of more use to you, 
than all the long prayers of a Pharisee. Have you 
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erer shed one tear of repentance ? If jou hare, 
Temember Ood gave you that ; and if He has begun 
with, you He will carry on the work, for what His 
grace begins His glory shall crown. You may feel 
as one of old did when he said, ** What is Thy 
servant, that thou should' st look upon such a dead 
dog as I am." You may be in your own estimation 
a dog only. Well, better be that alive, brother, 
than a dead lion. 

The Pharisee was very formal, and talked in order. 

But his was only the form of godliness, he had no 

power in it. The poor sinner, who stood back and 

dare not look up, smote upon his breast and said, 

*' God be merciful to me a sinner." And our Lord 

tells us he went back to His house the most justified. 

The Pharisee here was the lion, a very fine one to 

look at — a well-to-do gentleman of his day, went to 

the Temple Service regularly, and observed all the 

rites and outward forms, all the externals of his 

religion were carefully attended to, and I dare say he 

looked like a good man, and talked like a professor. 

But it was all show. He was a very lion of a 

professor, but the lion was dead. The poor dog who 

had just barked out, ''God be merciful to me a 

sinner," was by far the best man of the two. Let 

us note it, then, that it's no matter where we are, nor 

in what attitude, God will receive our cries, if our 

hearts be true. If we can call on God for others to 

hear, and they will hear, all the better; but you 
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cannot pray unless you have that wMch is equal to 
solitude. 

All things should be done decently and in order ; 
"but still it's the life, the power, the fire, the joy, the 
pleasure in religion which we all require more than 
the ceremony. Life, not show ; reality, not formality. 
A living dog not a dead lion. 

Lift up your head, then, brother, sister ; if you are 
dogs, dogs may eat the crumbs which fall from their 
master's table. There is more hope of you, my friend, 
since you are a dog, than if you were a dead lion, for 
Ctod will lift up the humble and save those who 
are cast down. Think not that you are too mean a 
dog to be saved ; God will have mercy even upon 
•dogs. Your little prayers, and longings and seekings 
after the Lord, shaU not be lost. You shall be 
brought out of sin and the world yet, and shaU be 
among the people who keep holy day with joy. You 
have been saying you wished you were like suoh-and- 
«uch a person, like that member or that deacon, or as 
good as such an one. Now do not wish to be like 
any of them. Just keep Jesus before your eyes, and 
try to be like Him. He is our pattern book. We 
have no model but the Lord Jesus Qhrist ; we have to 
imitate Him, try and live like Him as much as is 
possible. No, we must not look at any lion of our 
day, and desire to be like it ; we will rather imitaiie 
the Lamb. But, after all, it is not how we appear, 
but how we are. God will not judge us by our 
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appearance, but by our works, whether they be good 
or whether they be evil. 

The ungodly world despises the Lord Jesus as 
though He were a dog. They have no love for Him ; 
nor do they ever wish to be a friend of His. He was 
despised and rejected of men. The dogs of hell 
hunted him and barked after his holy soul, and He 
was hated and cast out. The world seeks not Jesus. 
The lion is the god they worship : the lion of wealth 
and pleasure. They find no joy in the Son of Man. 
You despise your best and truest Friend. Will you 
treat Him worse than a dog who holds your life at 
His disposal ? He who could lay you low in one 
moment. Oh ! join not the rabble who cry, ** Stone 
Him ; put Him to death ; such an one is not fit to 
live." Bemember, sinner, Christ is no dog. He is 
the Almighty Gtod of heaven and earth, the Saviour 
of sinners, and the friend of the whole world. 

He was a man of sorrow here on earth badly used 
by men, and He turned not again ; but when He 
comes the second time to earth He will not be looked 
upon as a poor dog, but He wiU come as a living lion, 
and He will tear in pieces those who know Him not. 
Every eye shall then behold Him — those who nailed 
Him to the tree. See, see He comes. He who was 
once the Lamb led to the slaughter is now the Judge 
on the Throne. He who was comdemned of men, 
comes men to condemn. Call Him a dog now, 
ocnner; cast Him out firom thee now, despise Him. 
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now, laugh at Hie religion now. Ah! when He 
comes you shall tremble to see Him, and curse your 
folly which made you His enemy, and led you to 
despise Him. Oh! think of your woe then — ^how 
you will bewail yourseK then. Is He a dog ? Hear 
how He barks at you ; He knows you are His enemy. 
Is He a lion ? He will roar at you terribly. The 
Man of Sorrow now will be the man of war. He 

4 

who was once the meek and lowly Jesus, is now the 
Lord of all, and tho Sovereign Judge of all. He 
will punish His foes, but will gather His saints untQ 
Himself. 

A little of heaven will be worth all the world ; five 
minutes with Jesus in heaven wiU be more joyous 
than aU the delights of time and sense. Say not 
that you are no saint, because you are not so great a 
saint as such a person. It is not how much life you 
have, but if you have any. A living child is better 
than a dead man, and if you have ever so little of 
Gtod's life in you, you have something to lead you to 
hope that the Lord wiU admit you into the heavenly 
kingdom. Life, life, it's life we want — spiritual life, 
the life of God given by the Holy Spirit. If we have 
any of this life we are right, but we may be as big 
as Mr. Big-man, and as religious as the Pharisee, yet 
without life in the heart we shall share no better than 
the dead roarer. Oh sinner, I say you had better be 
a dog in Christ's house than a lion in the fields of 
sin. To be Christ's prisoner is better than being 
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Satan's free man, for Ohmt's worst is better than 
tke Devil's best. Christ's farthing is of more value 
than the Devil's pound. Will you not rather, then, 
be a little child in CSirist's Idngdom, than a grown up 
man in Satan's city ? Is it not better to be the Lord's 
saved and sanctified, than to be the Devil's poor 
miserable slave ? A private in the service of 
Emanuel is better off than one of Satan's captains. 
The gleaning of the Saviour's field is better than the 
Devil's harvest, and a handful of Christ's com will 
make more bisad than all the wheat the Devil ever 
grew. Jesus' bread is better than the cake of the 
world- The world's treasures are poverty itself 
compared with the riches of Christ Jesus our Lord. 
The Lord's winter yields more fruit than the summer 
of Satan. To be a member of God's' family, is to 
easure eternal Hfe, and a place and a crown in the 
world to come. 

You may pass now as a lion, you may be well off 

in this world, — ^have rows of houses, and be sought 

after by many ; you may be much liked by all who- 

kuow you, and they may think you a very nice 

person, and you may be a nice person, and have 

everything but the one thing needful — ^there may be 

everything to please everybody but God. Men may 

call you a great man, a good man, a kind man, a 

pleasant man, a cheerful man, a truthful man, and a 

liberal man, and yet you may only be a dead lion. 

For God's sake do not rest with the dead lion show^ 
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You must know your state, feel your sins, and 
mourn over them too, before you can be sure 
your sins are forgiven. 

Beloved, let those of you who have found the 
Lord rejoice in this : that it is not what men think 
you are, but what God knows you to be. We know 
that divine life runs stiU and deep. It does not put 
on the lion-like form ; it is not of a pompous nature. 
It does not lift up the head with pride, nor does it 
teach us to seek the fashion of this world. God makes 
us think little of ourselves : teaches us rather to 
reckon that we are dogs than to grow conceited with 
the idea that we are lions. We had better think too 
meanly of ourselves than too highly ; for the promise 
here is not to the lion, but to the dog. And yet, we 
are neither dogs nor lions, but God's dear children, 
born for glory. May we prize our standing 
in Christ, know that we are divinely safe in Him, 
that our life is wrapped up in Him. The Lord give 
us grace that we may not be tempted away from 
Jesus by any of the glory of this world. May we 
never believe in the pomp, splendour, or fashion of 
this sin-benighted world. Let not the lion deceive 
us, nor the dog humble us. It is not what we are 
now, but what we shall be. 

We will, in hope of what we shall be, serve our 
Lord with all our might ; and should we be looked 
upon as living dogs, we wiQ remember that a living 
dog is better than a dead lion. 
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MAKE THE BEST OF IT. 

MAN'S a man, but some are thin and short 
and mean. A bad candle is a dull light 
anywhere, in the kitchen or in the parlour. 
Some men would do well in a wilderness, while others 
would starve in a city. If a man ain't got it, he 
can't pay it. Blood out of a post would be easy if 
there were any in. When a man is only 9\d. you 
cannot make a shilling of him. Men as a rule make 
what they are worth ; it is not often a tenpenny man 
fetches a shilling, unless a ninepenny man buys him. 
Still some men work for tenpence who are worth 
28. 6d., and they will get it if they push on ; the 
best men must come to the front, like seeds to tlie 
surface. 

Young people should rub up their metal, make it 
bright, as bright as Mrs. Peging's tea kettle. They 
ought to make the best of their time and of their 
Sense, and of their friends, and of their money. 
If any of these things be at low water mark, we 
must use them with great care, like the mother who 
had ten children used her butter I 

People cannot make themselves handsome if nature 
has not favoured them, but it is quite lawful to set 
ourselves off to the best advantage ! ! ! as the draper 
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does his shop window. If we are fools, there is no 
virtue in advertising it to the whole neighbourhood ! 
If the heel of your boot is run over, don't keep 
stopping to look at it ; and if your coat is old and 
grey, don't be ever brushing it down with your hand. 
Tou need not take the trouble to point out your 
personal imperfections either in dress or habit, as so 
many of your acquaintance will undertake the task 
for you gratuitously. Put on the man. May it please 
God to make us great in manliness, and help us to 
put off our pinafores ! 

** Play your part as well as you can, 
Like a good noble hearted Englishman, 
Never say die while your tongue can speak, 
Use the pump when your ship springs a leak." 

Mean to be, and you may be better than you mean. 
Be good — be clean — be virtuous — be noble — be large- 
hearted — ^play the part of a big-hearted gentleman. 
If you have not a pound, be glad of a shilling. 

It is not what we have or where we are that makes 
us happy, but how we feel ; it all depends upon the 
value we set on things. A child is delighted with a 
bright farthing, and feels rich for evermore. It 
would be a great deal better for the bigger children if 
they did more highly prize what they have. 

Let us be thankful for every mercy, as the man said 
who had just buried a scolding wife ! ! ! It is not a bit 
of use crying about what we could have helped, nor is it 
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about what we could not have helped. When the 

cat is dead, bury it ; when the fire is out, light it ; 

when your pipe is out — throw it away. 

** Do the best you can in every quarter, 
But don't drown yourself in London Porter." 

How is it, beloved, that there are no aunts to tako 
care of the children, when there are so many uncles 
to take care of their clothes ! ! ! 

WeU now, I will tell you all at once, beloved, and 
so get out of my misery, as the boy said just before 
he jumped in the pond, the fact is that many of 
the aunts are fond of the uncles themselves, go too 
often to their shops, popping in and out — ^they are 
welL named pop shops. Is. 6d. on a pair of new 
sheets, which cost 5s. 3d., or more, or less, I don't 
know how much money will buy a pair of sheets. 

** I believe the very devil is in them pawn shops," 

fiaid a man the other day. Well, my beloved children, 

that may be saying too much, but this I know that 

if the devU is not in them he is outside, and I do 

most solemnly fear that he sends a good number of 

persons in, and he does it to help them to pawn their 

souls, nothing the devU likes better than to get people 

to take the pledge in such places, for he knows if they 

don't keep it the pawnbroker will. If there were 

less gin shops there would be less pawn shops. 

" A drop of gin 
Sends them in." 
« Beer and g:in for the deyil win 
Flocks of birds of every mug,*' 
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That's my impression, and I feel bound to sta;te it, 
and perhaps the devil will pardon me for saying it, 
but should his majesty be offended with me it will 
not be the £rst time. 

I say to the working classes then, men of labour, 
hoar me this day, and if I tell not the truth, say I 
lie, I offer it as my judgment, if men did not take 
their copper, silver, and gold to the ''Bull and Mouth,'' 
or ''Jolly Travellers' Inn," their wives would not be 
load to take the flat iron to the pawnbroker's shop. 
Pawning is selling at 75 per cent less than cost, 
besides paying for the ticket. An old woman with a 
gin bottle in her hand once asked a gentleman which 
was the way to the workhouse ; he, pointing to the 
bottle, said "That is!!!" 

A pawn shop should be next door to the public 
house, the public house is No. 1, the pawn shop is 
No. 2. A man had far better take his teetotal 
pledge than the pawnbroker's pledge ! A man said 
he pledged everything he was worth, till he pledged 
himself, and then he began to redeem the pledges 
that should not have been pledged ! ! I 

God pity the children who have a drunken father, 
or a pawn shop visiting mother. 

'* Keep out of public houses, pawn shops, and jails, 
Mind your own trade, and drive home your nails, 
Be not disheartened when pockets are empty, 
In the land for true toil of gold there is plenty." 
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A man with strong limbs and a clear head is able I 
am sure to earn his bread, and should not be 
constantly panning his bed, so says old Ned, or 
Edward, or Ted. 



III. 
'^TEAPS TO CATCH THEM ALIYE!!!'' 

"We shall catch them alive." — 2 Kingsy vii. 12. 

tHE devices used in leading man from his Maker 
^_^ are multifarious. This occasion, however, 
win only serve to notice a few of them, and I 
shall do so in the hope that my readers may be on 
their guard. Depend upon it, that there are 
multitudes of schemes designed to catch us alive. 
Christ has but one net in which He takes His fish, 
although they are dead when He catches them, yet 
He makes them live by His grace. He who seems to 
own the waters of the Black Sea has as many nets, 
and traps, and hooks, and baits as there are fish to 
catch ; and if a fish requires some special means to 
be taken, the devil can soon accommodate such a fish 
and hook him safely. 

Satan's traps are not to frighten the birds away 
like stuflted men hung up in the field, or a dead crow 
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to afright the rest. No ; lie coyers his hooks and sets 
his nets among the flowers ; his traps are hid, and all 
his strategems bear this inscription: — ^There is na 
danger here.*' Hence silly fish and stupid birds are 
taken by this deceitful fowler and infernal dragnian. 
He throws down his poisoned wheat for human 
birds — and catches them alive : — 

*' Let fish and birds take care. 
Lest they should find a snare 
In ports which seem most fair. 
Oh, readers all be wise, 
Keep open all your eyes, 
Lest taken by surprise 
By Satan, for he lies ; 
He sugars every pill, 
Then tempts you when you're ill, 
Thus tries your souls to kill. 
Remember what I say ; 
He lets his traps each day." 

I shall now name some of the traps set to catch the 
souls of men. Satan has tried to ensnare some of the 
best of men. He even tried his hand with Chrisii 
but found the Man of Sorrow too much for him. 

The first stratagem of man's great enemy was a trap 
set for man's duriosity. Our first parents were taken 
in an inquisitive trap. What right had they to be 
peeping and prying where God had forbidden them. 
They were surrounded with plenty, and their Lord 
had told them that of every tree they might eat save 
one. Their curiosity led them to wonder why they 
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jshould not be allowed to eat of this tree. The devil 
said, God knoweth that in the day thou eatest thereof 
je shall be as God, knowing good and evil. They 
•grew curious to know the power of this tree, and they 
-did eat ; and I am sorry to say that all the children 
-of our £rst parents have followed in the footprints of 
ilieir progenitors. 

We are all more or less curious. How often have 

^e been taken in the inquisitive trap. You have 

been to see some friend of yours ; when you get back 

the wife says to you, ** Well, how did you find them ? 

Were tbey pleased to see you; what did they say ?" 

Then you answer, " Oh, they said they did not expect 

me quite so soon. Should have been very happy to 

have seen me if they had been less busy." ** Oh," 

says your wife, ** Did they ask after me .^" Ah, we 

want to know what people think of us, and what they 

say about us. *' Did they ask after your father ? Did 

they ask after your mother ? " * * No ; not after any of 

them." **Ak/ if they had cared anything for us they 

would have asked after us." See how a bad spirit 

is created by our curiosity. 

When I was at C , in B , belovefi, 

I used to go roimd on a Monday morning to see the 
&iends, and ask them how the sermons of the 
previous day were enjoyed. Sometimes I would say, 
" How did you like the sermon ? " ** Not much, sir," 
or ** Pretty well," would be the answer. Yes, I often 
heard what I did not like about my own preachinflr. 
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Ah, I often wished I had never said a word about it. 
I take care not to do that sort of thing now, lest I should 
be ensnared through my inquisitiveness. Do the thing 
which is right to be done, and be not anxious ta 
know what men think or say of you. But shotild 
you be curious in these matters, I forbid you should 
be curious to know the taste of sin. Oh, may you 
take Jehovah's word for it that sin is very bitter, and. 
never desire to know the gall-like nature of it for- 

yourselves. 

Don't be peeping and prying, 
Nor pushing your nose. 
Or wond'ring and whying 
About people's best clothes, 
Mind your own laces and tie up your shoes, 
And allow other people to do as they choose. 
The second invention of the man-catcher is the Trap 
of Jealousy or Envy, to which Cain fell a prey. Abel 
had offered to God an offering which God aeeepted ; 
and Cain had also offered an offering which God 
refected. The smoke from Abel's offering w«nt 
straight up to heaven, showing Gtod received it. The 
smoke from the fire of Cain's offering blew down om 
the ground and hung round about the pile on which 
it was placed, showing God had rejected it. He felt 
his anger rise towards his brother Abel because his^ 
brothetr's offering was received by God and his owu was 
refused. One day they were togetJier in the fi.eld, and 
Satan met with them. Cain could not bear the remem* 
brance of the rej ected offering. He drew near to Abel^ 
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lifted his dub, struck him a droadM blow on the hdadi 
and Abel's blood stained the ground on which the 
muiderer stood. This was Envy's trap. Cain went 
down to his grave a cursed vagabond. 

It is well said jealousy is as crud as the grave. 
Ike young man lover, fears that his lady will to 
another give ber hand ; he meets her in the lonely 
lane at night, outs her throat or throws her in the 
pond, or gives her poison. The kind and good 
husband, without the slightest cause, becomes jealous 
of his wife, begins to treat her unkindly, shews not 
that love for his home he used to do, and soon 
becomes a cbanged and altered man ; his poor wife 
wonders wbat it all means, for she hath done no 
wrong. How many a loving heart has been woimded 
by this hateful thiug. Oh, ye wives be careful of 
jealousy. Oh, ye husbands be ye careful of jealousy. 
Young men and maidens, be you careful of jealousy.. 
This is a bloody trap indeed. The Lord give us a 
proper eonfidence in each other that we may think no* 
evil ; for if jealousy reigns happiness is dethroned ;. 
^d cursed be that spirit that cannot rejoice in. 
another's blessing. Let us not hate Abel because the 
liord Qod loves him ; but rather let us try to do well, 
that we may obtain favour from Abel's God. 

The third device to be named is Drunkenness.^ 
Satan catches more souls in this trap than many 
others put together. This is his great drag net, and 
the principal cause of the prosperity of his kingdom^ 
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It is the leading article among the poisoned pleasures 
which are served to his subjects. There is notting 
that will ruin sooner than drunkenness. It is the 
black curse of the world, and nothing damns our 
own town so much. Whcr shall tell how many noble 
fions have been ensnared and led on to death by the 
hand, the hot hand of drunkenness. Toung men 
who left home with a father's prayers fresh upon 
them, and a mother's tears still wet on their cheek ; 
watched from the cottage door with many a Gk)d 
'bless you, my dear boy, and keep you from evil! 
How many sons who were pure and good when they 
fitarted for the large town or city, have been taken in 
this devilish trap, and have made haste to heU. 
The simple way, my sweet fishes, is not to drink any- 
thing out of heaven that will make you stagger, 
stutter, or splutter, or that is likely to put you in 

the gutter. 

Neyer take it in your lips, 

Not in pints, nor little sips, 

It will burn your pockets and bum your chips, 

And then it will bum you, feet, head, and hips. 

A Curb for Drunkenness. — ^Put an iron band 
^ound the drunkard's neck, fasten two chains 
to the band and bring them down in front, 
pull his head forward until he forms a semi-circle, 
make the ends of the two chains fast to his feet, and 
keep him thus in a public pig-sty, let him have his 
swill in a clean pig-trough, and let him be stared at 
by the public as they pass by ! 
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Whatever may be said against the devil I don't 
think he is a drunkard, but I know many of his 
clBldren are ! Let's give him his due and say be 
is not ! I ! 

Bat I must come now to the next trap, fourth, the 
Deserter Trap — Peter's trap. *' Peter," said Jesus, 
" you will deny me." ** Oh no, Master," said Peter, 
" not me. Me deny Thee, never. I will never deny 
Thee ; all tbe rest may. John may, Matthew may, 
Luke may, but not me. Though all should forsake 
Thee, yet will not I." But when the maid came to 
Peter and said, ** Thou art one of them," he said, 
" No," I am not. I know not the man." " Why," 
said tbe maiden, "your speech betrays you." (Every 
Christian man's speech should betray him.) But 
Peter affirmed that he knew nothing of Jesus. Mind, 
my readers, that you are not so taken by Satan at 
his win. ** Oh," says one, *' I shall never do that. 
Me deny the Lord ; I am sure I shall never do that." 
If ye love my Master, stand right out and say so, lest 
ye be tempted to say ye know him not. 

When we are in the midst of those who pay no 
homage to our Divine Friend and Brother, let us not 
he shy and bashful; and if they say we belong to 
Him, let us rejoice in the truth of their assertion. 

I always think, you know, that brave old Peter 
acted a bit of deafness with that girl. <* Eh," said he, 
^'I understand not what thou sayest." He knew 
well enough what she said, the sly old fox, he did. 
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When people don't want to hear, they open their eyes 
wide, and look nowhere, and say ha ! 

The devil himself could not catch Peter, so he got a 
little girl to do it. Ton mind, my beauties, he 
don't captivate you, if he does you may be urged to 
swear till you are as black in the face as my &iend 
Peter. Stand right out for the Lord, my children, 
and never say you don't know him whom you love. 

Then there is the Gtolden Trap^and that's number 
five. False testimony, robberies, and murders, are 
found in this trap. What will a man not do for gold. 
The old Book saith : "The love of money is the root of 
all evil ; " make not for thyself a golden chain to bind 
thy soul to the chariots of Satan ; remember that a 
golden chain will hold thee as firmly as if every link 
were made of iron. The love of money grew so strong 
with Judas that he sold the Lord of Glory, the Son of 
Ood, for thirty pieces of silver ; and then, as if he 
were discontented with the price he had made of Him^ 
he went out and hanged himself ! Oh what numbers 
there are who lose their souls in saving their gold. 
The Lord help us to lay our treasure above the skies, 
for the riches of this world do take wings and fly away. 

Men are so fond of gold that they break into the 
Sabbath day to earn it ; keep their shops open a few 
hours in the morning, and go to chiirch at night- 
pretty creatures. Perhaps some of you do this. Oh 
do not damn thy soul to fill thy purse, my reader. 
But remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy. 
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Some people seem to be bound in chains of gold : 
all their time is given to buidnesB. They must attend 
to business. They cannot leaye their business. They 
•cannot spare the Lord one hour per week for a prayer 
meeting or any other service. They are up to their 
eye-brows in the making of gold. The Devil tells 
them it is the business of life, and they ought to 
attend to it, and they fully believe what he says, and 
do attend tg it. They do it until the religion of Jesus 
and the cause of Gtod are quite a second-place kind 
of thing. The Lord teach such the wickedness and 
folly of spending every hour of this life for the gold 
that shall become valueless. Let men obtain all the 
wealth they can; but let them not rob the Lord 
Jehovah of time and homage to do so. 

The golden lines of Thomas Hood will appear in 
this place very good : — 

"Gold! Gold! Gold! Gold! 
Bright and yellow, hard and cold, 
Molten, graven, hammered, and roU'd ; 
Heavy to get, and light to hold ; 
Hoarded, bartered, boaght, and sold, 
Stolen, borrowed, squandered, doled : 
Spum'd by the young, but hugg'd by the old 
To the very verge of the churchyard mould ; 
Price of many a crime untold ; 
Gold! Gold! Gold! Gold! 
Good or bad a thousand-fold ! 
How widely its agencies vary — 
To save — to ruin — to curse — to bless — 
As even it*s minted coins express, 
Now stamped with the image of good Queen Bess, 
And now of a Bloody Mary." 
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And now I will name a whole family of traps. 

There is the Pleasure Trap. It is a sad thin^ 
when men are so thirsty for pleasure that they leave^ 
their daily calling to seek it. Many a man has come- 
to poverty through his pleasure taking. 

Out every night, 
Must see every sight. 

Hear everything fresh, go to every new entertainment. 

I trust those of us who know the Lord, know how tc 

afford to let many of these gaieties pass by. May 

my readers find their pleasure in doing their duty ixy 

themselves and families, and in serving their God. 

But let them mind that their God is not their belly. 

There is the trap in which the spell-bound 

gambler is ensnared — ^the Gambler's Trap. See hi» 

poor wife sit in her little house, swinging her foot, 

and listening to the singing of the kettle, till tho 

clock strikes eleven, twelve, and one, and two, and 

then when her husband comes, he comes mad and 

angry, he has lost his money — as he has often done 

before. This trap catches many of our young men 

alive, and leads them on to theft, robbery, cruelty, 

and ruin. Young men shun the gambler's table, and 

hate his ways. Eewn your cash honestly, and spend 

it fairly, for depend upon it the gambler's trap is 

firought with sorrow and death. He shall not be 

caught alive who is alive to his danger. 

" There is also the Dancing Trap. This is a very 

fascinating snare to young people, and is productive- 
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of more evil than is believed by many good people. 
It is a curse to any country, and is as successful in 
demorali zing the virtuous as a number of other 
pleasures, which appear more vile and sinful on the 
face of them. 

K you want your daughter to be led from purity of 

life, if you would have her a fallen and sin-stricken 

girl, then send her to the dancing-room. Dancing 

will set fire to those human passions, which when 

kindled, are not easily extinguished. I say if you 

wish your daughter to be damned in a hurry^ 

encourage her to visit the dancing-room. Send her 

to parties where there shaU be dancing all the 

evening. I feel that if a daughter of mine were in 

a dancing-room, I would, if need he, drag her out by 

the hair of her head. Fathers and mothers, keep 

your children from dancing, and save them from the 

blighting results of such pleasures. Some of my 

friends may not see the evil in dancing that I do, and 

I may give some offence in saying that dancing leads 

to great sins. I do not wish to offend, but I must 

say what I believe is my duty to say. We are told 

to avoid the appearance of evil. Let us shun then 

the dancing trap as we would the old boy himself. 

There is a Spending Trap, and there is cdso a 
Lying Trap, and many more, which I cannot stay to 
name, all intended by the great adversary for the 
demoralization of body and soul. Satan does not 

come forth in his own character and say he means our 

2 
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destructioix, but wraps himself in angel garb and 
appears as an angel of light. He comes as our 
friendy pretending to do us good, and wish us well, 
and is our most deadly enemy all the while. All his 
traps and nets, his snares and devices, have written 
on the face of them " quite harmless ! '' But remem- 
ber they are all of them traps to catch us alive. 
Oh yes, 

He is the fowler who betrays 
Unguarded souls a thousand ways. 

The Lord Jesus help you, my readers, "to walk 
dear of those sins, that you may by His divine and 
victorious grace be saved from the damning power 
of sin. 

And now I come to notice the Gospel Trap. 
Thank God there is a power in the world to 
-counteract the evils we have been speaking 
of. Christ has a trap in which he catches sinners. 
We rejoice to know there is a Gospel Trap ; and we 
rejoice moreover that tens of thousands of poor 
perishing souls have been caught therein, and saved 
&om the wrath to come. The gospel ministers are to 
be fishers of men — ^the net they throw is the net of 
the Gospel, and by the wisdom given to them they 
axe often helped to cast the net on the right side of 
the ship, and souls are saved to the glory of God. 
May my Master help me to catch some of you ! This 
was my desire in putting forth a curious subject — 
'* Traps to Catch them Alive ! " 
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Tlie fish taken in the Divine Eishennan's net are 
"brought into fresh water, where they live, and thrivey 
and do well. I assure you, my reader, if I were to 
say they turn into silver fish and gold fish, I should 
not say too much for them. Christ's net catches them 
alive and keeps them alive ! 

Ye little fishes, 
Shun dirty dishes, 
Look out for the hooks 
In all little nooks, 
Don't run your heads 
In muddy beds. 
A many contriye 
To catch you aliye* 

So I wish you good morning. 




IV. 
GETTING YOUE PIOTER TAKEN ! ! ! 

E and our Jermimer went to get our 
potografts taken in a wan what's come in 
the town lately. I put on my last new 
gound that I might come out beautiful, and make a 
^ood picter ! A dress as cost me 14s. 9d. afore it 
wos made or had a bit of trimming on it, and I put 
a most lovely broach on as come out of the fair, and 
a most elligant chain, and four rings as I borrowed 
-of Mrs. Perkens, and when I wos ready to start, in 
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comes Mrs. Kenrep and Mrs. Perkens, both together,, 
lease ways, Mrs. Perkens come in £rst and Mrs. 
Kenrep come dose behind her. " Well," says them 
bothy **you do look lovely." Says our Jermimer, 
•* That's jest what I have been saying. " Well,"" 
says Mrs. Perkens, ''that broach looks beautiful, I 
never did not see nothing that looked so fine in all 
my homed days, that I didn't — ^I hope you will h& 
sure to presence me with one of them Cart-de-wesits, 
as I am sure I will put it over my front parlour fire- 
place." 

So off we went to the Potografer'S) up steps inta 
a comer of the wan, in comes a great taU lamp-post 
kind of a fellow, and says, " Howdeyer do, ladies," 
''Well, thank you," says I, " pretty well, thank you." 
" We have come to be drawed," says Jermimer. 
" Not drawed, Jermimer," says I, "but to have our 
potografts taken if you please, sir." 

" I'll not keep you one moment," says he, and out 
he walked, and never come back for twenty minutes 
I'U declare, then in he comes. " Now, old lady," 
says he to me, " I am ready for yer." At them words 
I felt deeply insulted, but did not like to show it as 
I wos not in my own house, so in I walked and wos 
almost pushed into a chair. "Now mam, put that 
foot a little more in, that hand a HttLe more- 
out, hold up yer head, look at that window, don't 
move, then he began to screw up something behind 
my head as made it ake like enythink, " Now mam,. 
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look light at that spot, quite still, pleaae," then he 
looked to the glass top of his wan as if he wos 
saying his prayers, and kept me staring at that spot 
till the tears rolled down mj face like rain. "That will 
do, mam, thank yer." In two or three minutes out he 
comes, out of a watch-box sort of place, with my 
potograffc. ** A fine likeness, mam, as ever I took, 
it's come out welL" " That me ! " said I. *' Why, 
yes mam," said he, '*Any fool might see thaf 
*' Then " says I, " I ham no fool and can't see it. Lor 
bless your heart," says I, ** that's no more like me then 
pudding's like cheese. Why, I'm quite a fright, I'm 
positive that's not me. I know I'm not good looking, 
but still I don't fancy I ham quite such a fright 
nather. "That's you, mam," says he, "to a T.'^ 
" Lor, Ma," says Jermimer, " it's orrid, why you look 
as ugly as sin, I'd never have that thing." There was 
my lovely broach and chain as looked like nothing but 
daubs of paint, and my beautiful new dress as cost 
ever so much, looked like a white night-gound. If 
that's being drawed by a potografer, then I ham done. 
Not brown, but white, and I'll not have it for nobody," 
says I. " You must have it, mam, ' ' says the tall lamp- 
post feUow." "I'll not do nothing of the kind, sir," 
says I, "so there!" "Then," says he, "I shall 
summons yer before yer betters." " There ain't none, 
sir," says Jermimer. So out I come, and that tall 
lamp-post stood at his wan door a calling arter mp 
and Jermimer as far as he could see us, and I a'int 
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heard nothing firom nobody never since. When wo 
get's home who shotdd come in but our religious 
friend, Mr. Slyford Pirch. '^ I am so mad," says I, 
^'that nothing could not be like it." "Why," says 
he, " what is the matter ?" '' Why," says I, " I have 
been to that confounded potografer, and he drawed 
me the biggest fright magingable, and I would not 
have it. " Then," says he, *' I shall summons you.'* 
'' Summons," says I, ** and welcome." And there he 
stood a calling arter us all the way up from his wan, 
the puppy ! ! ! 

And if that Mr. Pirch didn't take and preach me 
and Jermimer a reglar sermon on the wanity of having 
yer picter drawed. ''Well," says I, '*Mr. Pirch I 
ham not a deal better then other people I dear say, 
but still I don't see the wickedness of being poto- 
grafted as you make believe ; indeed, says I, it would 
be a fine thing for some chapel-going people that I 
knows if they could be taken and hung up for 
themselves to look at, jest to see what adwancement 
they had made, if they looked eny better then they 
used to do." '* No doubt," says I, *' it would be good 
for us all if we could hang ourselves up and look at 
ourselves wery often." *' Yes, mam," said Mr. Pirch, 
*'if them people that get drunk could see them- 
selves as they are seen, it might do them good." '* No 
doubt on it, sir," says I. *'Well," says Jermimer 
turning wery red, there is as much pride in the same 
people as don't have likenesses taken as them that 
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does, wether it is Mr. Slyford Pirch or anybody elae," 
and up stairs she goes to take ofP her things. '* I 
Tomt be leaving," said Mr. Pirch. So he wished me 
gooi day. He never can stand our Jennimer. 

So I mfide up my mind the next time I go to get 
my picter, I wHl not dress up, but go like as I 
always ham, and look as I daily do, for arter all, 
beauty is as beauty does, and to look beautiful is to 
do beautiful ! 




V. 



IS A MAN A MAN OE A PAESON ? 

F all people in the world a parson is not 
supposed to blow his own trumpet. He is, 

or ought to be, the humblest man in creation. 
Perhaps the '^ ought to be" will stand safest here. 
He mu^ not talk of himself imless he condemns 
lumself — ^if he wiU say that he is a poor feeble 
creature — a very-imworthy servant — ^poor dust and 
aahes^— a worm and no man, he may be allowed to 
speak of himself, but on no other terms could it be 
permitted. 

People don't seem willing to believe in these days 
that a man is a man. The parsonic tribe of men are 
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looked upon and talked upon as if they were 
angels ; and lots of old ladies, and young ladies too, 
tliink of them and speak of them as the holiest and 
nicest men that ever lived. So they are when tliey 
are ; but parsons are like nuts, they are not all good. 
Hasn't a parson a heart, and a liver, and a nature, 
and flesh, and bones, and mouth, and stomach like 
most other men ? Hasn't he a human nature as strong 
as any man living— r a king or a porter ? And yet 
people talk about parsons as if they could do no sin. 
This is not much to be wondered at when these 
gentlemen look so out-of-the-way good. Some of them 
it must be said appear for aU the world as if they 
had stolen themselves away from the church-yard — 
so very upright and solemn. 

In shining black, 
With white crayat, 
And broad brimmed hat, 
And tone so flat. 

It is not unkind to say it, but it might often be said 
of some of my most beloved brethren, " Here comes 
another guy ! " 

I wonder why in the world a Rev. can't be a man 
as well as any other man, I am sure some of them 
look half strangled — that white little neckcloth ia 
drawn round a withered sort of throat so awful tight 
that some of them seem to be going quite black in 
the face. The wicked men and women in the world 
are sure to get out of the way of such awfully good 
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men as these solemn-faced parsons. Thej would not 
come into their company for any money. In many a 
meeting' house it T^otdd seem that the minister has 
frightened all the people away, just as a ragged old 
eoat wilh amis spread out, stuck on a pole in a field 
frightens away the old blackbirds. 

A great many parsons look as though they were 
going to be hanged. (Many a man has said hang 
'em.) And I am sure the tone of voice is so dull and 
sorrowful, that every one of them might have 
followed to the grave a third wife. Nothing jolly 
about parsons, that's why they aint liked ; when they 
come up on Sunday morning they just look as if they 
had been dipped in starch, and dried oS quick, with 
a melancholy face, and a slow and delightfully solemn 
tone. They commence the day's sorrows ! Everybody 
feels cold, everybody looks miserable, nobody speaks 
to nobody, and nobody answers ; and while the organ 
plays, the people in solemn order walk out, half of 
them thinking they will never come again. 

As Harry Dick's uncle said, *'Why can't a 
minister be as good looking as any other man." 
How is a man to get a wife if he is not good looking ? 
and parsons want wives the same as other men. Is it 
wicked to laugh ? Is it wicked to cause a broad 
grin on the face of the congregation ? If they 
should laugh, ought the parson to be put to death for 
it ? Ought he to be punished ? If he had, should 
not those good men be punished too who send their 
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hearers to sleep in the House of God ? Hadn't a 
man better smile than snore — ^better please his fancy 
than fan his slumbers ? 

We shall not fill our churches and chapels till the 
parsons turn music masters, and strike up with a 
cheerful key-n6te. If they had the most awful news 
to teU they could not be more painfully solemn than 
when they are telling the people of the great Remedy. 
My dear sirs, you had better get your starch washed 
out, and be ironed up limp, and get among Qie 
people as a right down good-hearted jolly set of 
fellows. You look too good for the people. Try and 
look more like some of them ; it will pay you bettetr, 
and make your churches warmer. If you should 
turn sick at this, take another dose out of the same 
bottle, and, according to our doctor, you will get 
better, for he says like cures Hke. 
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VI. 



THE *'PASTTJRE'S" VISIT TO MBS. JENKINS' 

FOE TEA. 



[Y, says Mrs. Jenkins, "if 'ere aint our 

pasture ! I niver did ! And I ham not 

dressed. He's come much sooner than I 

expected. I must send that gal for some lump 

sugar, and to Mr. Penford's for a little cream." 

Mrs. J&nkins shouted down the stairs for her pastor 

to walk in, which he had already done. '*Go into 

the front parlour," said Mrs. Jenkins, ** and rU be 

down stairs dractly." The front parlour was a 

longish narrow room, covered with cocoa-matting, 

with a rug before the fireplace made of various 

pieces of old soldiers' coats, with a black ground 

(having three red diamonds in the centre, placed 

about one foot apart) polished Windsor chairs, a round 

table, and a very deceptive looldng-glass, were among 

the principal pieces of furniture ; a fixe which had 

not been long in existence was struggling into life, 

and a goodish quantity of smoke had refused to go 

up the regular way and was floating about the front 

parlour, very much to the discomfort of the 'pasture.' 
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Mrs. Jenkins was not Tory long remoTing lier moming^ 
dress ; and, robing herself in her second-best dress^ 
as she called it, she entered the front parlour and 
shook hands with the ' pasture' with all her heart, 
"Why, sir," said Mrs. Jenkins, "I was afeard you 
was not comin'. Why did you not come sooner, sir ? 
But niver mind, you are 'ere now — as our grocer 
always says when he's a day behind, * I'm 'ere now 
mum,' says he, ' so dont let's grumble.' So I say, 
sir, you are 'ere now, so we wont fall out about 
that, we wont." The 'pasture,' who was a short 
man, and rather shabby in appearance, with a some- 
what dirty-white tie and a front to his shirt (or a false 
one) split straight down one of the pletes, and 
starched with very blue starch, replied that he should 
be exceedingly sorry to fall out with any one. Poor 
man ! he wanted to fall in for a living, so was not 
likely to fall out with Mrs. Jenkins, for she was one 
of the most important people at the cmae. 

Mrs. Jenkins was one of those sisters who are v&ry 
good where they take and are very bad where tjbey 
don't take-^that is to say, gentle reader, that if that 
lady did like a minister she liked him very much 
indeed, and if she did not like him she disliked him 
with a vengeance. On this occasion she was not 
quite certain whether tshe liked the poor man or not ; 
and his success and happiness depended to a con« 
siderable extent on the decision to wMdi.the good 
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lady came. All the members in the little churcli 
would take more notice of Mrs. Jenkins* praise or 
censure than they ought to do. 

"And how many children have you, sir?" said 
Mrs.. Jenkins in a very condescending manner. 
''Nine, mum," said the 'pasture.' "Nine!" said 
Mrs. Jenkins, holding up both her hands, " and how 
old is the youngest?" "Why, let me see," said the 
pasture,' **five, mum — ^yes, five — ^because I remem- 
ber it was bom just as I went to my last pastorate." 
" Poor dears ! they are very fond of their father, I 
have no doubt, sir." "Yes, mum, we are a happy 
family." " Well, now, Mr. — dear me, I forget your 
'lame, sir?" "Jonah Short, mum." "Oh, of course, 
Mr. Short. Well, now, Mr. Short, of course you 
know we want a pasture." Mr. Short gave a short 
nod, by which Mrs. Jenkins was to tinderstand that 
gentleman did know. " Ours is a nice Httle chapel. 
Don't you think* so, Mr. Short?" He said he did. 
** You know," said Mrs. Jenkins, "we should like a 
man of considerable ability, who could carry himself 
like a gentleman, and one that talks good grammar. 
I think, you know, Mr. Sport — Short — ^I beg par- 
ding — that to have bad grammar in the pulpit is 
dreadful." Mr. Short did not speak, but waited 
like a lamb for Mrs. Jenkins to proceed, which she 
did by saying that " they were prepared to give a 
gentleman who might become their pasture £65 a 
year and a house to Hve in ; and, after she had heard 
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him a few more times, should be in a position to 
say if he was the right man for such an important 
post." Some further conversation took place, and 
Mr. Short made signs that the evening was getting 
on, and he had some distance to walk; and, after 
some more conversation, in which he took a greater 
part than in the former, the 'pasture' took his hat 
and then took his leave. 

As Mr. Short walked home he pondered thus-^ 
" Good God," said he, **£65 a year and nine children, 
and a talking Mrs. Jenkins a prop and pillar tp the 
church. Woidd that I had been a postman, a 
pointsman, or a porter, anything but a minister." A 
voice seemed to say *'ah, anything but a poor 
minister!" "May God save my son Tom!" said 
Mr. Short. "But, oh, if he should be a minister, 
may he never be Mrs. Jenkins' ' pasture' on £65 a 
year." The poor man had more in his heart than in 
his head, a deal ; but he was so in love with that 
Eeverend, that he could not pluck up and go to 
work like another man. WeU, brother, the Lord 
has called me to it, you see. No, brother, I don't 
see; and there is not many besides you w'ho do 
see — even Mrs. Jenkins don't yet see it. I am not 
an orderly parson, but I fancy that God calls every 
man to provide for his home bread and butter, and 
that no man has a right to starve his children and 
send them out into the world a set of fools, in order 
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that he may preadh the gospel. A single man may 
Btarre himself, if he likes it, for the gospel's sake ; 
but I think in most cases the gospel would do as 
well without these kind of gentlemen. It's as solemn 
a thing to bring bread home for the children as to 
preach to the people. Let erery man keep a good 
house, and let no man go canting about Ood calling 
him to be a 'pasture,' if being a 'pasture' is to 
starve his little ones. Besides, there are a lot of men 
who never ought to have been in the cloth ! Some of 
them cannot talk plain ; others of them have such 
little thin squeaky voices that nobody can hear half 
what they say ; and there are more still who seem as 
if they have nothing to say for themselves nor any 
one else. Let a man do what he is able to do, and 
what he can do well. He had better be a good 
sweep than a bad ' pasture.' 

Men have as much right to get plenty of money by 
preaching the gospel as lawyers have by preaching 
the law ; and if religious people loved the ministry 
of the Word half as much as they say they do, I am 
sure they would pay their 'pastures' better. I only 
wish they would strike ! Not another blessed sermon 
on the old terms — £65 a year, and talk good 
grammar. 

Gentlemen of the profession, I would preach to 
the poor, who don't know the value of the gospel, 
without a penny charge ; but those narrow, nipping, 
stingy, miserable saints who do know the value of it 
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should, if I could rule, pay value for it. A poor 
parson is one of tlie poorest things I know of. There 
ought to be a law that churches should not starve 
their ministers on £65 a year, and talk good 
grammar, and also a law that^ pastors of churches 
should not send their churches to sleep. 

Perhaps half the parsons would be better in 
heaven ! ! ! and half the congregations scattered to 
the winds, for there are a great quantity of both good 
for nothing. Mrs. Jenkins and Jonah Short might 
well be spared. 

This is not very humorous, but^ the _vinegaf mU 
flow sometimes. 

N.B. — The Humorous Parson never had a church 
who paid £65 a year, and asked him to talk good 
grammar. 
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vn. 



A FASHIONABLE CONGREGATION'. 

JHE Eev. Theophilus Goldrose, M.A., is the 
adored minister of the most fashionable con- 
gregation in the town. He is a very gem of a 
minister, a perfect gentleman in appearance, speecli, 
and manner — tall and thin, wears glasses. He is a 
most splendid scholar — uses the finest language, and 
liever indulges in any of those vulgar words used by 
so many pulpit orators — indeed, Theophilus dwells 
on high, and therefore has no necessity to speak 
those words beginning with D, or H, or D again, nor 
does he for one moment suppose that his people 
require the old, old gospel of Jesus Christ. No, no, 
ne is too much of a scholar for that — a mighty 
tinker — O, I beg pardon, I mean a mighty thinker ! 
His sermons are sermons — every word right as a 
trivett, in its place, as it ought to be, and, as the 
niau said of his bumps, 'big uns and all.' None 
of your little finnikin words and phrases, not for 
^eophilus. No, no, the Eev. Goldrose gives 
ntterance to great matters, both in sentiment and 
language. If he were speaking of the stars, he 
would not say sla/r%^ but would put it like this (if I 

D 
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can do it) : — ^those everlasting orbs wliicli perpetually 
float in distant regions, are, undoubtedly tbe homes of 
myriads of beings who watch us from their ethereal 
heights ; or, if he began to pray, it would not be in 
the common language, but (after a pause) he com- 
mences : — thou great and incomprehensible Father, 
Thou that art so high that every angelic breast is 
filled with an elevated and anti-perverse disposition 
like Thine own, and the glory emitted from Thy 
radiant and Immaculate Person is reflected in great 
refulgence by those who immediately surround 
Thee. 

Well, no one can say a word against Theophilus 
for his mode of utterance. . It is no doubt very 
beautiful, and a great charm to the fastidious. What 
would the poor creatures do who could not endure 
a hard, vulgar, outspoken sermon — such as Peter 
preached in his day? It is perfectly absurd to- 
attempt to preach an old-fashioned gospel to a veiy 
fashionable congregation. Think of saying — '* He 
that bolieveth and is baptised shall be saved, and he 
that believeth not shall be damned!" to gentlemen 
with eye-glasses and ladies with purple fans. Think 
of white waistcoats and diamond rings listening to 
** except ye repent, ye shall all likewise perish." 
How could violet kids, or orange kids, pr any other 
Idds of a high-educated and refined order sit in a 
place to worship God, where ^pure and refined gospel 
was not delivered? These delicate people, with 
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delicate minds must have delicate sermons of delicate 
length from delicate ministers, of whom Theophilus 
Goldrose, M.A., is one. This special kind of mininter 
admit that they are not called to the masses, and 
they might also admit that the masses are not called 
to them! The great black imwashed world comes 
not to them ! 

The Humorous Parson would not offer a remark 
at Theophilus if he preached folly Jesus Christ, and 
ffim crucified. If the blood and righteousness of 
the Son of Man were set forth to the sons of men, 
we should have no word to say ; but when the upper 
classes don't get the same medicine as the lower 
classes for tlie same complaint, there must be some- 
thing wrong. Bread is bread, for the prince and the 
pauper ; and the rich need pure water as much as 
the poor. Why shouldn't the aristocracy have the 
gospel preached to them ? Pastry will not save them, 
^liey must have the good old Bread of Life. If 
Theophilus was a good minister of Jesus, he would 
roU up his shirt sleeves and put on a white apron, 
and turn cook in the King's kitchen. My word I 
with his knowledge of plants, and seeds, and fla- 
vourings, what a dish he might serve up if he- 
wouLd« How his hearers would smack their lips, 
if he would only set on the table in his golden dish 
the Boyal Lamb. We poor people are glad to get 
it out of common plates ; but white wadstcoats and 

diamond rings deserve to have it on plates of gold* 
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We don't care a bit for the plate, so long as the food 
is right. A piece in your fist would be a mercy if 
hunger was sharp. A friend of mine was out to 
supper the other night, and the table looked as 
lovely as a young bride — flight pastry, sweets, a little 
jfruit, nuts, and lots of pretty things besides. Very 
pretty indeed ! but there was no bread, no potatoes, 
no beef, no pudding — hence, for a hungry man, no 
supper. "Why, bless your senses ! we all like some- 
thing to pull at, if we tell the truth ; and, if we 
don't, we ought to be flogged. I mean if we don't 
tell the truth we ought to be flogged. Poor men's 
children are in better health than the rich man's. 
I think so. And so are the poor minister's children 
(of course I mean his spiritual children) in better 
religious health than those poor sicMy things who 
live on the Goldrose pastry ! ! ! 

Talk about baby-farming ! why it's nothing to the 
farming that's going on inside many a place of wor- 
ship. If the dear babies got only milk-and-water, it 
would not be so bad ; but its precious little milk they 
get, and I fear the water is not dean. 

Away with your raspberry tarts and penny puflPs 
for starving people! Bring out the bone-fosraaing 
solids of the grand old gospel. Don't tell men to 
behave with decorum, but tell them to repent. Don't 
say as one man did — ^you will be put to an incon- 
venience — ^but tell them they will be sent to Hell ! 
Take your gloves off, Theophilus ! Press it home on 
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your people whether they are lost or not. Alarm 
them! Frighten them! Terrify them about their 
Bans! Make them jump out of their seats! You 
will drive some out, but you will save the rest, and 
they will bless you for your faithfulness, and God 
will put such an honour on you that you never 
dreamt of. Do try and speak plain, my dear reverend 
sir ! Break the neck of those long words of yours, 
or they will break the neck of your usefulness. You 
know, you had better break your own neck than be 
a hindrance to the gospel. I tell you, Theophilus, go 
some Sunday-night without your paper, and fire away 
at 'em without note or book. Talk to them like a 
man about faith, repentance, and trust in God. Use 
aU the little words you can find. You know it will 
be a great and nice change for you ; and so it will be 
for your people — ^for they are very poorly, poor 
things, and a little plain food would do them good. 
I teU you what, Theophilus, your beautiful church 
would soon be full if you were to do that. I know 
the purple fans and orange kids would make an 
objection to a fuU house. Too hot for them ! Well, 
you might do it when they are at the sea-side. Think 
of eight or ten newly-converted people coming into 
your vestry to talk to you about their souls, and 
ftskiog ta come into your church. Whatever would 
your deacons §ay? What would old Brassbolt say 
to that ? Wouldn't he scratdi his head, and say we 
want no vulgau, canting people here. This is a 
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churcli for the upper classes, and the Rev. Theophilus 
<Joldro8e, M.A., is our minister. But, Goldrose, you 
would Hke it, I know you would — and I would try, if 
I were you (as the boy said) to bring in a few 
sparrows among the yellow birds. Oh, yes, let the 
poor oome in — as the man said, poor devils, why 
should they be shut out any more than the rest. Tell 
your people, Theophilus, that you mean to preach a 
sermon to the unconverted. Get a bill out for the 
special service, and word it after this fashion : — 



Belgrave Church, Gentletown. 



On Sunday Evening Next, 
(d.v.,) the 

REV. THEOPHILUS G0LDR08E, M.A., 

WILL PREACH 

A SERMON 

IN THE ABOVE PLACE OF WOESHIP, 

To Small Sinners. 



Service to comtnence at Half-past Six, 



X,B.— All the Seats will be Free, as the 
Seat-holders will stay at home on this 
occasion, to give the ungodly an opportunity 
of being converted, — which they stand so 
much in need* of. 



Snoff 4- Moggt Frinters, Fine Street, Oentletown. 
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Something in that way would do good. Or yoii 
miglit leave the bottom part of the bill out if you 
liked : perhaps you had better do so. 

Well, well, I will leave it with you. All that I 
can say is — if you don't preach more gospel after 
this you only ought, that's all. I shall be sorry if 
you don't and glad if you do. 

Bung sware — as the young lady said who was 
trying to learn French. 



vm. 



HALF-BAKED CAKES. 

HAVE heard of a minister who had a member 
of his church by the name of Ephraim, and 
he was a most uncomfortable sort of man — 
a cross-grained, ill-tempered, fault-finding, grumbling 
man — so the minister thought he would try to cure 
Mm of his complaint by preaching from the following 
Scriptures. The first was our text, *' Ephraim is a 
cake not turned." The next Sunday came, and the 
minister took his text, ** Ephraim is a silly dove." 
The man felt it somewhat strange that his minister 
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should preach two sermons with his name in the 
text of each. But on the following Lord's Day he 
was more surprised by the minister giving out for 
his text these words, ** Ephraim feedeth on wind." 
The poor man wondered what it could mean. But 
his minister was not done with him yet, for the next 
Sunday morning he read for his text, '^ Ephraim hath 
made many altars to ein." Ephraim began to feel 
sorry, and took the matter to heart. He knew now 
the minister was aiming at him ; and no one would 
hare doubted it had they heard him name the two 
following portions of the Word — *' Ephraim is joined 
to idols. Let him alone!" and, for the last, '^0 
Ephraim, what shall I do unto thee ?" It is reported 
that Ephraim was a better member of the churdi 
afterwards. Gtod seems to deal with His people in a 
similar manner; for all these terms were tised by 
God concerning the sin of Ephraim His people. The 
verse containing our text was not spoken of one 
person but, of many. It is God's protest against the 
fluctuations of a chosen but rebellious people: a 
people who at one time would seem to serro with 
fidelity and delight, and at another would plunge 
themselves into the sins of the nations. They were 
burnt on one side and dough on the other, and good 
for nothing on either. All along the history of the 
Church we find these oscillating, wavering, and turn- 
coat Christians. They seem as if they served God 
and mammon by turns. 



The Httmobous Parsoit. 63 

Tlie great want of the Christian Ohuicli of to-day 
is spirit, plucky a oourageoua devotedness to Ood and 
Gis truth, and a zealous seeking the good of others. 
"When will the day come when we shall senre God 
with all our might, and love our neighbours as our- 
selves ? The words of my text have gained a different 
meaning to that intended. If we hear one man call 
another a cake, we at once know what he means : he 
is a half-baked cake — ^that is, he is not (as they say 
in London) more than ninepence to the shilling, he is 
not all there, not quite the thing, rather gone in the 
upper story ! ! ! 

Observe that God condemns half-heartedness in 
His kingdom and church. There is perhaps no sin 
which God detests more than the sin of unf aithful-p 
ness. Pretending to serve the Lord with one hand,, 
and serving the devil with the other ! What do we^ 
think of those who love us to-day and hate US' 
to-morrow ? Do we not despise such; and hold such 
persons from us ? God hates this kind of thing more 
intensely than we can. Think of Henry YIII., a 
man who could love his wives one by one and then 
murder them in cold blood; who c6uld walk with 
his arm round the neck of some courtier, and love 
him dearly, and then send him to the Tower of 
London to be put to death. I like the old woman's 
saying — ^Love me little, but love me long. 

Half-heartedness in religion is as unprofitable as 

half-heartedness in the commercial world. Shall he 

D 2 
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prosper who goes late to market? Shall he have 
custom who does not take down his shutters till mid- 
day ? If a man is to prosper in the things of this 
world, he must be up in the morning and up till late 
at night, if need be; he must learn to be polite, 
punctual, and industrious. Some people never get 
on in business because they are only half-baked 
cakes, having but little diligence, and are half-hearted 
in their trade. Well, any man knows that that will 
not pay. Nor can the saints of Gk>d a£Pord to be 
lukewarm. They absolutely require all the holy 
stimulation they can obtain from religious services 
and communion. I know for myself that, by Lord's 
day morning, I feel the need of some spiritual 
stimulant. The spring of the watch gets down, and 
we want winding up like an old eight-day dock ; and 
very often it is so : we get wound up, and on we go 
for several days in the strength we obtain on the 
Sunday. I say we cannot afford to be half-heairted 
in the kingdom of Christ. 

Those who go back in the world go step by st^. 
They first neglect one service, then another, and last 
of all they stay away altogether. Th&te seems to 
be three dasBes of these half-hearted people : — ^fint 
there is the man who has no life in his soul — ^he pro- 
fesses to know Ohri^t, but loves TTim not. There are 
many such, and among them, I fear there wHl be 
found ministers and deacons, besides members of 
churohes: these half-baked cakes shall have the 
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liottest place in hell. He who pretended to love God 
yet served Satan with nearly aU his heart shall have 
the hell of hells to endure, and the wicked deacon 
and member shall have their portion with the untrue 
and unreal hypocritical minister. Let us not promise 
both God and the devil our soul, neither let us play 
with Satan, for he is a mighty foe. 

Some people seem to be acting like the mouse, 
which fell into a tub of beer : a cat came by, and 
the mouse said — ** Mr. Pussy, if you will pull me out 
you shall eat me for your trouble ? " whereupon the 
eat pulled the mouse out of the beer. The mouse, 
shaking himself, looked round, and then popped in a 
hole close by. *'Now," said Mr. Pussy, "that's not 
-fair — ^f air is fair all the world over : you said that if 
I saved your life I should eat you." *' Yes," said 
the mouse, "but don't you know that when people 
-Are in liquor they don't know what they are talking 
about." 

Now, for God's sake, don't play cat and mouse 
with your souls, for besure that Satan will not let you 
-slip as the eat did the mouse. 

Then, again, there are those among you who have, 
as it were, been half converted : there have been 
times when you have wept for your sin, you have said 
that you would serve God, but you are now in your 
sins. [Remember, it is not enough to have once 
tried to pray : there must be permanent seeking, and 
the constantly coming near to Gt)d. The Lord in His 
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rich mercy go on with the work in your heart, and 
put you in the oven, and do you as you ought to be 
done. Beloved, shall we who are truly saved, by our 
want of nxanifested love for Christ and zeal in His 
Church, be instrumental in sending other men to 
the hell from which we have been delivered ? Let us 
take care lest we pull down by our indifference what 
we have built up by our zeal. 

What progress would the gospel have made had 
the Saviour chosen Jerusalem swells, with eye-glasses^ 
and such as would have worn black kid gloves ? Such 
men are of little value in setting forth the gospel of 
Christ. The sin of the world demands that God's 
servants should be hard workers. Half-heartedness 
will pass better anywhere than in the work of salva- 
tion. Look, brethren, at the homes of the poor, who 
are without God ! See what misery is there ! Behold 
that poor miserable drunkard I dtunk last night; is 
not sober yet. Look at those dirty, ignorant children 
sitting on the edge of the fender ! Poor little dears,^ 
what prospect is there for them ? See the wife, who 
is beginning to walk in her husband's footsteps. Poor 
wretch, she seems to be nothing but skin and grief. 
Oh, how great a change is this from the day when 
they stood at the marriage altar, when all parties 
were dressed in new and gay dothing, and when the 
sun shone on their path. Oh ye people of the living 
God, there is much work to be done, and we must be 
up and doing, lest the Lord shall say of us we are 
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cakes not turned, or they are joined to idols, let them 
alone. 

The devil himself seems to suggest that we should 
he earnest. See how his followers serve him. Are 
not his disciples truly their teacher ? It may he said 
of all the devil's suhjects that they serve him faith- 
fully. All his people are true, although their 
fidelity damns their souls. If they who serve the 
god of this world serve him with whole hearts, 
although it cost them their lives, shall we serve our 
Chd, who is so loving and kind to us, with hearts 
half-tumed ? Beligious cakes are the worst of 
cakes. 

Hell urges that we should he downright, not half- 
and-half like the text. When we think of souls 
dropping into heU, it should indeed put fire in our 
hearts to he in hot earnestness for their salvation. 
May the eternal hoirors of hell move us to lahour 
hard to hring the Gh)spel hefore the masses of the 
people. Oh, heloved, there is much — very much — ^to 
cause our zeal and love to increase. My dear reader, 
you who are not hrought to GK)d, rememher heU is a 
dreadful reality. May my Master give you grace to 
run from sin as you would from a roaring lion or the 
incoming tide. I want the Lord to make us all more 
hearty. But I wish ahove all that He may set your 
souls on fire after JesuB Christ. May we all he found 
more than ever seeking the spiritual good of our 
souls. 
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Wliile there is such a dreadful hell to escape, and 
such a glorious heaven to gain, we surely dare not 
play Ephraim over again. Lord never inore let us 
be as cakes not turned ! God condemns half-hearted- 
ness in His kingdom and church. We cannot afford 
it. Human wickedness demands that we should be in 
good earnest, and Satan, by his zeal to ruin tlie souls 
of men, suggests that we should be faithful. Hell 
urges it, and heaven encourages it: May God 
Almighty grant it ! 

A baker's half-baked cake would be sent to the 
hog-tub, but a religious half-baked cake will be sent 
to the naughty place, not to be baked on the other 
side, but to be burnt up ! 

I do hate, my beloved, a doughy Christian : crusty 
on one side, and pasty on the other. He is a will 
and a wont — can and ca'nt — shall and sha'nt — do and 
don't — yes and no — come and go— eat it and leave it — 
cooked and uncooked kind of man. The done fiid« 
is put to the eye, and people suppose that the cak^ is 
done all over. That's the way the folks get dene. 
I shall be very glad to help turn any one over, so 
that the other aide may get to the fire. I am sure 
that many people whom I have seen since my first 
wife's time are only half-done-^ sure of it— as sure as 
eggs. Bless 'em, what a fine thing it would have 
been for all of us if they had not got done at aU: a 

t^g not done is better than a thing spoilt ! I 
should hke to wao^m some of «,ese hSf-baked, 
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doughy, pasty, good-for-little people. They arenot here 
nor there, nor anywhere else : neither in the house 
nor out of it. They don't appear to be the devQ's own, 
and yet they don't belong to God. I would sooner be 
done brown than half-done. A half-baked cake is a 
veiy sad thing. 

Reader, don't be 

Hot and cold, 
Shy and bold, 
Toung and old. 

Ihn*t split your heart, but give it all to the side of 
truth and manliness. 




IX. 
THE MAN WITH A BIG NOSE! 

JILE nose is a prominent feature in the human 
face, and makes a man handsome or ugly in 
proportion to its length, size, and position. 
A turn-up nose is a disdainful nose — a flat nose is a 
low-lived nose — a sharp pointed nose is a bad- 
tempered nose — a crooked nose is an ill-formed nose*— 
tOid a red nose is a suspicious nose. Men are much 
judged of by their noses ! and however innocent a 
man may be, if he have a mulberry nose, some 
"wicked people are sure to say that that nose is not a 
natural nose, nor a teetotal nose. Think of the 
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naughty boys who wrote on the wall of a man's 

house who had such a nose, these lines — 

" A nose that grows 

Is a blossom of woes, 

Its red round the base 

And blotched with disgrace. 

It disfigures the face, 

what a grimace ! " 
Why should a mulberry nose be considered the 
nose of an inebriate, my beloved ? I say why 
should such a nose be looked upon as an anti- sober 
nose ? WeU, its a question whether anybody can be 
found with such a nose, whose nose has never been 
put immediately over strong drink. When a man 
drinks does it fly to his nose ? that's the question. 
But a big nose is not bound to be a mulberry nose ! 
A man may have a fine long nose of the proper shade— 
a real sober nose — a nose that always goes before 
him, and gets to the comer of the street some time 
before he does, and yet he is not thankful for his 
nose, for he thinks everybody is looking at him, and 
fancies he can hecu: them say, ''What a nose!'' 
One boy did say, '' BOl, two such noses as them put 
together would make a bridge." I hope, my gentle 
readers will not begin to feel their noses, as the man 
did who was told by his wife that he had got no nose, 
because he could not smell their neighbour's pig-sty. 
The best thing for big-nosed people is to forget, 
their noses. Its the knowledge of an ill-formed 
feature which gives us the impression that people 
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notice us. Wlienire have done a wrong thing we fear 
everybody knows it. A guilty man is self-condemned. 
A brother divine, beloved, of mine, who was told a 
thief had entered his place of worship— a man that 
had robbed a house in the parish — so he said from the 
pulpit, ** A thief has come in among us, may he be 
saved," a man got up and went out, and the officer 
took him at the door. No one knew who the thief 
was till he moved ; he thought everybody was looking 
at his big nose. A guilty man shows it in his face 
in a general way. I have heard, beloved, of a judge 
who put his ear to a man's heart, and discovered he 
was gmlty by the unrest of it. 

Yes, sinners flee when no man pursueth ; but the 
righteous are as bold as a lion. He who does the 
right is in no fear; but those who are ever up to 
their dirty little tricks, are always in dread of being 
found out. Like a man who found a bank note and 
tried to change it, the clerk asked him if he would have 
it hard or soft (in paper or cash). '* Oh," said the 
fellow, ''If you please, sir, I found it." He was 
afraid that derk saw his big nose, and was at once 
confused, '* Please, sir, I found it !" 

When I was a boy, I stole a halfpenny &om my 
mother ; but no one had it, so my uncle, an Irishman, 
(not that I am Irish, beloved,) got me and my 
brothers and sisters all round him, and asked us who 
stole the hali^enny: not one of us had seen it. *'Now," 
said he, "I shall find out who took it. That's the one 
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who took it," said he *' that's got a piece of wool on 
his nose ; nobody felt his nose but me. " Sure, now/ 
says my uncle, '* Ted, you stole the halfpenny," and 
so I did, I knew he saw my big nose. 

Our sins are sure to find us out some time or the 
other, and if man don't find us out the Great Judge 
will. Ah, that lie wiU, depend on it. Let the big 
nose people take care. Oh, how well it would be, my 
beloved chickens, if people would not push their 
noses into all manner of filth— of course I mem 
moral filth — I do wish they could turn away their 
noses from all that is offensive to the noses of better 
people. I should be delighted to hear them exclaim 
that all kind of sin was a stink in their noses. H 
men were to keep their noses in a purer atmosphere, 
it would greatly contribute to their health — a smoky 
atmosphere is not good for the olfactor ; and 
nostrilacal organs, as the old lady said, '* Are not 
dust holes," and are not improved in appearance by 
being put to such a use. 

The only further observation I can make in this 
short discourse, is that you may all be able to keep 
up your noses, but do not turn up your nose, as that is 
rude, and do not go where you will have to hold up 
your nose — in a word take care of your nose. Plain 
living and a moral life wiU not bring you a great red 
nose. The best powder for the complexion is a 
virtuous life — ^noble deeds of mercy — acts of pure 
kindnesss — a constantly rendering ourselves useful 
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will make us forget all about big noses — if nature 
has given us big noses. May grace, beloved, give 
UB big hearts, and may the good of our lives be more 
prominent than the nose on our face. Amen and 
Amen. 




X. 

A BIG BUNDLE. 

" But the soul of my Lord shall be bound in the bundle of 
life with the Lord thy God." — 1 Samuel, xxt. 29. 

Y readers will find (as the clergy are wont to 
say) that the context to this scripture is full 
of interest, and they will be kind enough 
to find the place and read it for themselves, and so 
save me the trouble of reproducing it. 

I wish to talk about a Bundle — the Bundle of 
Life — a big Bundle you may depend — ^the wrapper 
of the Bundle, and the cords which tie it round. 

There is the general Bundle of Life, enclosing all 
the human race. What a bimdle is this — ^with every 
king and queen, all who ever Bat on thrones, the pure 
and virtuous, the bad and lustful, the rich and poor, 
great and small of all classes are found in this Bundle 
of Life. But it is not this general Bundle that I 
wish to speak of, I want to talk of the Bundle of 
Eternal Life— Salvation's Bundle— The Bundle of 
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GhKl's people— the Sanctified Bundle — ^the Bimdle oi 
the Saints. 

"Well, now, a bundle has a wrapper, and coid to 
tie it round. Nothing could be better for the 
saints to be wrapped in than the love of Gbd— a 
wrapper of love — wrapped up in love, covered with 
love. " He leads me into Hisbanquetting house, Bs 
banner over me was love.*' It is a secure covering- 
broad enough to cover the whole Bundle, aa^ 
blessedly wrap them together. 

The cord which ties the Bundle round is the sacred 
scarlet cord which hung in Hahab's window— lihe i 
cord of redemption, bound in the bundle with tlie 
redemption of Christ, securely tied and fastened in, 
also with the white silk cord of righteousness. These 
two cords give certainty and security to the Bundle, 
wrapped up — covered and sheltered with the love of 
God — that love of which it is said, " He so loved lilie 
world that He gave His only begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth in Him should not perish but 
have everlasting life. Bound round with blood and 
righteousness, dear reader, we are not wrapped up in 
brown paper, or some destroyable fabric. That in 
which the saints are wrapped is waterproof and fire- 
proof, for many waters cannot quench love, and much 
fire cannot destroy it. We are safe in this bundle- 
no tumbling out here, beloved. Not a YGry happj 
thing to believe that we can be saved to-day and 
damned to-moixow. It is not so, if the Lord has 
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put yon in the Bundle of Life, He will see you do 
not fall out. He wraps his people up too safely to 

allow of their falling out. I once sent a box, or a 
bundle, or a parcel, I don't remember just now which 
it was, but we put some mince pies in this box or 
bundle, and some one did not mince the matter, but 
took the pies out, or they tumbled out because the 
box, or bundle, or parcel was not well corded. But 
Gk>d donH aUow any such thing ; He has wrapped up 
His bundle and corded it with such care, that those 
who are in cannot fall out. Yes, yes, my darlings, 
ye are all so wrapped and so corded in God's great 
Salvation Bundle, that you are as safe as the Queen's 
Crown in the Tower. I say, then, that there is no 
falling out of Christ or tumbling out of the Bundle 
of Life. 

But a Bundle is prepared for transmission. To be 
sent on. Packed with care, to be sent to another 
land. We, if we be the Lord's, are carefully packed 
in the Bundle of Life by our God, and He is sending 
us on to another land. You know in Revelations it 
says, "I will write upon him the name of my God, 
and the name of the city of my God." So, you see, 
we are wrapped up in the Love of God. Corded 
round with Bedemption and Bighteousness, and are 
plainly directed to the city of God. We bear God's 
autograph — ^His signet stomp is on us. We shall go 
safely, you may depend on it. 

Some people lose their Bundles — ^but Gk)d will take 
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good care of His. If you were to see a Bundle on 
the pavement, or in tlie road, nicely wrapped up and 
corded round, you would think it belonged to some 
one. But if you were to see a Bundle being kicked 
about in the mud by the boys, you would think it 
was only a Bundle of rags, and did not belong to 
anyone. I have seen some of the Devil's Bundles 
being kicked about the streets — ^tumbling about from 
side to side — in the form of poor drunkards. Alil 
my dear hearers, the Devil can't serve us like that. 
I do not say it boastingly, but Satan cannot serve a 
man of God that wa^-. No ! if we have a little of 
God's strength we are a match for Satan any day. 
*'Fear not for thou hast a little strength." Let us 
ask ourselves. Are we bound in this Bundle ? Has 
the Love of God enclosed us ? Are we bound round 
with the scarlet cord of Redemption, and the whitQ 
silk cord of Eighteousness ? Is the Love, Blood, and 
Eighteousness of Jesus Christ to us most precious ? 
Beloved, it is indeed a mercy to be enclosed in this 
blessed Bundle. I say, then, God will take care of 
His Bundle. He has collected the precious sonU 
contained therein — ^wrapped them in the covering oi 
. His Love — Abound them in with the scarlet cord of 
Bedemption, and the white silk cord of Eighteousness; 
and it is the intention of His heart to bring them 
safe home to glory. Other people may lose their 
Bundles, but God will not lose His. The Devil may 
lose his Bundles (and serve him right), but God thD 
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never lose His. Gtod will preserve His people till 
the end be, and then take them in to the house 
prepared for them. The Lord will never have to put 
out an advertisement, "Lost, a Big Bundle, Anyone 
bringing the same to the Owner shall be well re- 
warded ! " Oh dear no ! *' Just fancy," as the lady 
said in her new bonnet ! 

A Bundle gives us the idea of plurality. Generally 
a Bundle contains more than one kind of article, like 
some of the Bundles which come in for bazaars* 
Thej have some of them several nice things in them. 
A Bundle, then, speaks of several, and in this case of 
««»y . God' s Bundle is God's Church, and the Church 
of God contains many. It's a mighty huge *bimdle. 
^'^t a variety is here found ; all ages and all sizes. 
Here is Mary who sat at the Saviour's feet, and Mary 
out of whom the devils were cast. Here is the Thief 
(who obtained pardon while the blood of murder was 
fresh on his hands), Peter the deserter, and the wise 
Solomon, with many others, all in the Bundle— large 
and small, rich and poor, the beggar and the prince ; 
the infant of a few days old, who just opens its little 
«yes and looks round, and then hears a voice calling 
it up to God ; it is as if Gk>d says, '' I will take thee 
out of this world at once," and the little dear soon 
does its journey. But it is in the Bundle. Babies 
go straight to heaven^ having committed no actual 
sin — Jesu's blood redeems them. ABundleof allsoTls. 
It may be asked are there little babies in heaven? 
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The "Word of Gk)d is silent on tlie matter ; but I think 
it is Mr to suppose that they will grow up thete 
instead of here — if they had lived here a long life 
the development of God's grace would have been 
seen in them. I think all the development wiU be in 
heaven instead of on earth ; but one thing we are 
sure about, there are no babies in hell. No, no ; all 
who die in infancy belong to Christ. Yes, in tins 
Bundle there is the little child of a week old, and the 
hoary-headed sire — ^bad-tempered Jonah and unbe- 
lieving Thomas. Some very imperfect characters-^ 
but all are bound in the Bundle. Love's wrapper 
oovers them all ; hides all their imperfections. 

Many of us are very poor creatures, have nothing 
to boast of, are very ignorant, only a little faith, only 
a little hope, very prone to do wrong ; but we are all 
in the bimdle. What a mercy -^ bless the Lord, 
brethren, that such hell-deserving persons as we, 
should be bound up in the Bundle of Life, aiid 
blesiiedly tied in with the Lord. 

The whole Church is in this Bundle. Some from 
all kinds of people — from every land and tribe. 
There shall be some from every kindred and tongue 
under heaven. Some of all sorts. It's not a Baptist 
Bundle— not an Independent Bundle — not a Primitive 
Bundle — ^not a Presbyterian Bundle— not a Church 
Bundle — ^not a Denominational Bundle. Baptists 
will be in it — Independents will be in it — Primitives 
will be in it — Presbyterians will be in it — Churchmen 
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will be in it ; but stiU it don't bdong exdumTely to 
4mff one of them — ^but belongs to all oi them n^er- 

• 

tiieless. Oh, yes ; it is a Bundle to hold them alL 
It is the Bundle of Life. It is not our Church nor 
your COxurch — ^but it is Christ's Church. As we behold 
ourselyes members of the Church— we are neither 
Baptists nor Churchmen, but Christians. This is real 
Gospel truth, my earthly angels, and I hope you like 
it. 

The people are wonderfully wrapped up in the lore 
of Ood and made one in Christ Jesus. We all stand 
alike in Him. Not masters and senrants there. 
Bless the Lord for the size of this Bundle. The 
people of the Lord shall number many at last. When 
they are all gathered up — ^when they are all brought 
bome — a mighty host indeed shall bow before the 
King. Are we part of the Bundle ? If so hell is 
barred against us — ^we cannot go thither. Heaven is 
open to welcome us — and we shall most certainly be 
among those who will siag His praise for ever and 
eyer. Thy soul shall be bound in the Bimdle of Life 
with the Lord Thy God. I hope, my hearers, you 
like the subject, and that it will put flesh on you — 

and make your bones comfortable. 

And, now, once more we may observe that there 
will be a day when this Bundle shall be opened — 
when &e contents shall be seen. We are not seen in 
our true character here, not known or understood. 
We are, as it were, bound up here in a Bundle. Wo 
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haye not that freedom whicli we shall one day enjoy. 
"We are created to live in another world brighter and 
better than this. All man's faculties go to show that 
he was made to live a longer life than is given him 
here. It is true he shall die, but he shall reappear 
on a broader platform where he shall have scope for 
his wonderful powers and be able to carry out the 
pure intentions of his mind. We shaU live agaiui 
and live an endless life of holy service to God — ^firee 
from all the hindrances which clog and prevent us 
now. Oh ! the joy of that morning when the Bundle 
of Life shall be opened in glory ; you know the joy 
on earth of opening a Bimdle— children know the 
joy. There will be joy in heaven when all the saints 
redeemed from sin shaU be presented faultless before 
the presence of the Gfreat God. Think of it, beloved — 
the real thing — to stand in the sunlight of Jesus' 
face. You have often thought of it. But to be 
there — to have crossed heaven's threshold and have 
entered into the glory — ^to have heard the first burst 
of the music and the million voices praising Jesus — 
to be in very deed before the Lord — death and the 
grave to be things of the past — a life of sin to be 
almost forgotten amid such splendour as shall then 
surround you. Think of it ! think of it ! oh child of 
the Most High ! — for surely it shall come to pass — 
this Bundle shall be opened — all its treasures shall be 
presented to the Lord. Oh ! what a sight it will be 
to be sure, to see the whole Church of God complete, 
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all ^orioTis within and without ; no fault an jwhero 
or in any one, 'May we all be there>to see the Bundle 
opened. Every soul — ^we will never cease to tell 
Tfim of it, beloved, if we reach the glory land. 

ToTi win have noticed in the text the words, 
" Bound in the Bundle of life with the Lord thy God.'* 
God in the same Bundle — with the Lord thy God — 
€[mik of that. He is in the same train ! shall I say — 
in the same vehicle, travelling with us in salvation's 
chariot : safe travelling, beloved, to travel with the 
King. They go safely who travel with Queen 
Victoria — ^more care is taken when Her Majesty is on 
the line. You are "Bound in with the Lord thy 
Qt)d." It is a wonderful, blessed, mysterious union. 
Our life wrapped up in His life, and His wrapped up 
in our life. He in us and we in Him — ^members one 
of another. Who shall think of falling after such a 
Scripture as this; "Bound in with the Lord." If 
we fall God falls too^and that cannot be. God is 
safe — ^then so are we. It is as easy for the Lord to 
fall into Hell as one of His children. They are 
bound up in the Bundle of Life. 

Ah, yes, it's Mercy's Bundle. We would not have 
been in it had not mercy been engaged. When we 
remember our past lives, we feel that we all required 
mercy — and great mercy, too — for we were great 
sinners, and great sinners need great mercy. Bless 
God for His mercy. He is a God of mercy. If He 
had not been, we, at this time, must have been in 
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hell, or on the road to it, aad we should not hare been 
able to obtain a return ticket. This is redemption'! 
Bundle— aU that it contains, or shall contain at last, 
when the Lord shall delirer it home in heal^en, was 
secured by the death of the Son of Man on the Oroes. 
Ihere would haye been no Bundle of Life if .Jefnu 
had not died. Abigail would hare spoken in vaki^^ 
^eans had not hung on the tree. His death was ^ 
life of this Bundle ; and by His dreadful sufferings 
we are saved. The Church bears this mark of re- 
demption. It is one of the cords which ties us in and 
binds us round. It releases us from all legal 
responsibilify, and puts us funong the people of Ood. 
So when I rejoice that I am a man of God, a follower 
of CSirist, let me not forget how I came in possesion 
of that grace which led me to honour and worship the 
Cbdwhom I adore. Let me call to mind that the 
Blood of Christ was shed for me — ^that His life was 
given for me — and because !Se loved me, and gave 
Hunself for me, therefore am I in the Bundle of Li^o 
-rbound in with the Lord— wrapped up in love, and 
bound with Redemption and Bighteousness. 

This is Salvation's Bundle ; all who get in wSl be 
saved* . We have said no falling put. 



iHTlf B^y ^ ^® ^^^ sedate 1)retiireii wbh ie preach tha sefBMm 
t6 liieiit ^i^f^^^atiboB (and I'll be boond tiLSj irill I) Here are tiu 
dire6fionB in lorder :--If, the Bmtdle^IL^ a Bondle of Xife^ 
I£(,j i^^it^otLtaiiiBr>-a]id,.rV., its eords <uid coTeruig. If asj' 
body UBes it, I hope he will say where he got it ! ! ! 
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QOQD FOB NOTHINa PEOPLE ! 

'OTT need not ask where thej lire, for there are 
some of them nearly in eveiy street, and 
yeiy freqnentlj one in erery ftmilj. Thej 
are a nmnerous race ; bnt not a good breed. The 
sort is bad, and they are all bad of the sort. They 
are an alike (as the man said of his sprats, which 
were four, days' old); no matter how you look at 
them,. as a heap, or one by one. Oood for nothing ! 
GFood-for-nothing sons, good-for-nothing daughters, 
good-for-nothing husbands, and good-for-nothing 
wiyes— just the same as there are good-for-nothing 
soldiers luid good-for-nothing lords. WL be bound 
you coiild not name a trade, or a profession, or any 
calling under the stars, but what have some good* 
for-nothing people among them. The Humorous 
Parson woidd sooner be a flea than good for nothing. 
If he were a flea — shall I sing, would I were a 
flea ? If I were a flea, I would get right on the tip 

of the leffc shoulder-bone of ah, neyer mind 

who. I would make him twist about — ^I'd bite him ! 
Buty oh, how wioked for a Severend to talk in such 
a Tindictire manner. Well, so it is. I repent I May 
meroy be mine ! I will not wish to be a flea any 
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more, but will try and be content tliat I am the 
Humorous Parson. 

There are good-for-nothing parsons, good-foxt- 
nothing deacons, and good-for-nothing members in 
all sorts of churches ; and one dbiurch cannot throw 
stones at another on that score. The good*f or-nothing 
grow eyeiywhere. You may run against them a^ tjjife 
comer of every street, and in every congretgation. Peo- 
ple who come and join your church — like your ministiy 
so much — ^you are such a duck of a man — ^preach such 
delightful sermons — they were never so profited 
before — quite a treat to come to church — ^long for the 
time like a baby longs forthe bottle. Suchanice persoji 
has joined our church ; he is so kind. He has been a 
member of nearly every church in the tqwn, but we 
have got him at last. He wiU be a very usefol 
person, for he puts himself quite forward. Will 
have something to do : ca'nt bear to be idle, nor to 
stand in the back-groimd: makes himself quite at 
home, and flourishes like a cedar in Lebanon. After 
a while, this class of persons begin to be fidgety — 
don't get on so well — does not attend your place of 
worship so frequently — omits payments — ^away on 
collection Sundays— did not like the last sermon'— 
don't approve of the way things are managed — ^be^^ 
to speaJk: against the minister — finds all maimer of 
fault — ^looks blue-— don't come up to shake handdr- 
voice not heard in the meetings — ^writes a letter to 
the paper, and gives a fictitious name-— abui^ie? 



ihe man he onoe lifted to the skiee — ^and tries 
in eveiy underhand way possible to ruin the 
church he once loved so dearly. The vagabond! 
Yes, a good-for-nothing vagabond! Anybody that 
comes into our churches, stays for a time, pretends to 
be hand and glove with us— ^ats with us, drinks 
with us, and prays with us, and says he is heart and 
soul with us, and then goes out and tells the most 
bumping lie ever forged in Old Nick's dwelling 
place, deserves three months in a damp cellar, 
whether he be man or woman. Talk about being 
baptised again : I am sure it would do some of them 
good if they were dipped in tar, rolled in sawdust. 
&nd dried in the sun. But, beloved, we must pray 
for these pretenders ! I hope Qod will pity them, 
for I can't — ^I sometimes cannot pray for them. I do 
feel so mad with them, as Mrs. Jenkins says, (a lady 
who goes to our church) that I could have swallowed 
them ; and yet I should not like. Perhaps the race 
will die out some day, and then we will join in a 
universal thanksgiving, and praise God for the dead. 
Many of my dear and sober-minded brethren, beloved 
readers, have been put in quite a sweat (to use a 
vulgar word) through these good-for-nothing creepers 
into churches. 

Mrs. Jenkins fortuitously met one of these very 
people the other day — ^up went her brown umbrella, 
without opening it, and she, looking over her glasses, 
shouted, << You wagabone ! you wfigabone ! you are 
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& Ifood^^f ov-nodiiBg -wigftbotie i ^uiifjtwksA you sMt"^ 
It put iii0 dear old lady att: in a teer^ tmdtix&.'wi^ 
flcnne time before she came to liersdf aga!n*~. 

•sTlien, agaiB, deacr render, eome of tbeM' good-l(^. 
n&Oamg 'wanshippers do not go awfgr, 1>Ut stick to 
the ckorolL like leeches^ aUd do all they can to put 
the pa3*0OB^OTit^ in IdeeeiftnQn: sit.and |^ape at hinv 
and open a moiitli before him large enough fos^^ 
country post^o£filce^— roll their eyebaUd roiind hindr 
side before — cough — sneeze— cut their nails — look at 
their watdt^ or at the dock — opeu a book-^reiG^ it-t- 
lay it down — cross their lege-f-have forly wiBke — go. 
borne mnd find, fault ?«ith the: diecomrsei-Teslit a ghUr 
tonous dinner-!^ to bed — and oome in the oTeaali^ 
to youi* ohnrdi to repeat their insole&ce. "Wbeiv^ 
creature of this peccdiar diape and mak^ gets in b, 
country church he is -prMiy sure to stop all^od : bet 
is a prerenHve to all tiiat's worth doing-^4 dea^ 
weight inthe <»rase, a very Jonah in &e^ abi^ 9^9^^ a , 
Aehan in Ibe camp.: These peoplei nobody; lotee^. 
nobody wants f and nobody w<m't cry . (as ^iB Httle;. 
girl said, ^hen Misst Xeyentine; her day^HjDhoo) 
teacher, left) wben they giye up the ghost { , 

One can hardly wish them a comfortaUe i^a^TO ^ 
but I think we had better do so, for if they were 
to rise before the judgment, beloved^ what ft bligl^ 
it would be on the liTing. Well, every dog has ita 
day, and they will haye theirs. I hare no doubt 
they will be kept warm in the other world ! I ! 
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TldiJc of. a good-fbr-notihing jvmig f dlow falling 
in lore with a oharwing TDimg orMttire, and teUbg 
her lie has Are ImiMbed poundi a year, and that hia 
Mher i^ leave him a propertf— -eirelLi about in a 
Didw soity iribieh belongs to his farothery orthe tailoiM- 
ander a gigantic oorering of liee gets maitied to the 
girl — and in fourteen days hare nothing to eat, but 
begin to sip sorrov by spoonfnlB. Poor dear girl, 
Vho could wonder that she should want to go home 
to mamma ! 

I do think, if a good*for-nothing f eUow got hold of 
a ehild of mine, belored, I should take a broomstick 
and ! 1 1 — ^X will say no more. But, upon my word, 
the dust would fly out of the gentleman's coat. The 
best thing for these human superfluities is to thrash 
them. I believe, with King Soloman, you must not 
spare the rod wilh such children No, no I Bless 
'em ! Let ^em* hare it ! they richly deserve it. In 
about eighteen months there's two graves in a church-* 
yard : grave onc-^^grave of a little boy, grave two— 
grare of its mother; both kept in beautiful order by 
the wife's friends. In one of tiie county jails there 
is a young maa in a cdl-*seven years' hard labour^ 
Eire hundred a year, aad father would leave him 
a pi«operty ! He has murdered his wife and child 
by his wicked and good-for-nothing life, and now he. 
is whete.he will not many again in a hurry. 

!IBieee good«for-noihing people axe to be met with 

anywhere, I am sorry to say, but you are sure to find 
B 2 
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a small company under the window of the '' Stop and 
Diink '' public-house, Suin-street. Aflat-nosed man, 
with shinej cuffs to his coat, a kind of beerhoiue 
polish, the frequent raising of the cufP to the nose, 
beLoyed, and a slight action to the right and left, pro- 
duces a poHsh known as the anti-French polish for 
the sleeve. This man, with several more, thinks as 
much of a pint of beer as they would of a pound of 
beef. If the flat-nosed man was to sit the other side 
of the counter and a small tube was to conyey the 
spilt liquor to his mouth, he would well serre in the 
place of a waste tub. Yes, he would sit there and 
suck it in for a week, the beast ! Isn't it shocking ! My 
Humor leaves me while I dwell upon the theme. These 
devil dogs — ^f or such they are — you know, my dearly be- 
loved, that the Book of Bevelations says '' Without 
are dogs," and these are some of the dogs that will, 
I fear, be without. Might they take a word of warn- 
ing and change their clothes ! I am sur^, without 
the Man of Sorrows, they wiU come to sorrow. May 
Jesus save them, and if it please Him make them 
good-for-something ; but I fear it is almost too much 
to hope for. They are so completely worthless, yet 
I know that the Fiiend of Sinners can do all things, 
and He has saved a great many good*for'-notfaing 
fcdks, or else where should we have been? StQlIthii^ 
we were not bo bad as some of those Pert-house fitaatty . 
What a host of lying, promising, vowing, going- 
to-be-good people there are to be sure — leliows 
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that talk as satictified as my old grandmotlior, aud act 
as losely as her husband who was a foul sham ! I 
would not believe some people if on their knoes thoy 
told me their tale, nor if they were to swaro till they 
were blue, for you know not how to believo a liar 
when he does speak the truth ; and a drunken liar is 
the worst liar ever known. If I were to find 
such a man, wrapped up in brown paper, T 
should let him rest, as an Irishman did a soveregn 
which he might have picked up. "But no", says 
Pat, "I lost a shilling by the likes of you once 
before." Pat had found what he took to be a 
guinea, and could only obtain twenty shillings for it, 
and when he saw the next, he was not going te be 
done that way again. I hope the reader will not 
meet with as many good-for-nothing people as the 
Hxmiorous Parson has. If the reader should be 
^quainted with a good-for-nothing, will he put this 
in his hand, that he may see his own likeness. ! ! ! 

We could go on with these good-for-nothings for 
a week, but what's the good ? Our readers might 
say it was a good-for-nothing subject, and that wo 
had written in a good-for-nothing manner about good- 
for-nothing people, to the good of nobody. WeU 
my charming creatures, I have preached the sermon, 
and yon must make the best of it ; in my own judg- 
ment it is. not a bad one, but I dare not praise myself, 

Bo I remain as I am, 

Thie Humorous Paesok". 
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A SINGULAE PEEDIOAMfiNT. 

<* A4 if a man did flee from a lion, and a bear met him ; or went 
isko ibe bonse, and leaned bis band on (be wall, and a aetpenl Vii 

bim."*-uf MM 7. 19. 



T is bdiered that the Jewa under the judgments 




of Gh>d felt reiy reyengefuly and were pi!!^a78d 
for anything deqperate. They would go to^iri^ 
witili their enemies, they would fuoe the day bf the 
Lord, or iliey would die out of their miseries. But 
the Ftophet tells them thofc this wotdd make fteir 
condition worse-^it would be ^' as if a man did.'£ee 
from a lion, and a bear met him ; oir went into hia 
house and leaned his hand upon the wall, and a 
serpent bit him.'^ 

Our journey from the (sradle to the tomb isftttended 
with so many strange and singular eifcumstanoes that 
we need great wisdom and much grace to find osr 
way through the mazy paths. It is necessary inlif e'a 
path to keep the centre. A lion is on one. side and a 
bear on the other, and if a trayeUer turns baok a 
serpent will bite him. His safely lies in his forwazd 
march. He must beware of the lion, the bear, and 
the serpent. Men too ofben flee from one form of evil 
and fall into the hands of another. The poor aie 
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troubled tp get lichesy and then ihej are troubled U> 
keep them. The yoirng axe troubled to be old, and 
then th^ are troubled because they are old, and 
oomplain of their grey hairs. The sinj^e are troubled 
to be marzied, and many who are married wish they 
w^are single again. A woman lored her husband the 
fivst six months so much that she ielt she oouM eat 
him, and afterwards ske wished she had ! 

Some are in this Singular Predicament — they 
would lik^ to enter the CSiuroh of Ood, but Ihey dare 
not leare Ihe world. They are something like the 
angel with one foot on the hmd and the other on the 
sea ; iot ihey seem to have one foot in the kingdom* 
of Ood and l^o&er in the kingdom of Satan. Such 
pexsons remind us ol the old riddle ooneeming the 
man o£ whom it was said that he wasnetther on foot 
nor horseba^, he was ninthei* naked ner clothed, and 
he was neithar in the hoase nor out of the house. 
The man rode on a donkey, so he was nather on foot 
inor horseback ; he was covered with net work, so he 
wasneiifaer naked nor dfethsd^ and he stood partly 
in the house and partly out naf it, so he was neither in 
nor (mt of the house. This is the Singular Predicament 
of Bome people, they are not deeidediy against the 
.Lord, and yet ihey are not decidedly on His side. 

Many who have been delivered from the Hon have 
afberwaids fallen in with the bear, some persons who 
have been rescued from fire have afterwards been 
drowned, and others who have been delivered from 
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the buming hand of fever, hare afterwards died of 
ague. I haye heard of men having their tibroafe 
sewed up and carefully attended to in ord^r - te he 
hanged. These are Singular Predicaments, and it is 
''as if a man did flee from a lion, and a bear met hkn ; 
or went into his house, and leaned his hand upon the 
wall, and a serpent bit him." 

Men sometimes turn cowards and dare not face 
coming troubles — ^they flee from the lion, and^ia 
trying to escape they are met by a bear. 

I ran, for a lion stood there, 

As I went I met with a bear, 

I ran for my gun and called for a light, 

When a serpent coiled round me and gave me a bite. 

The young man who has lost his rosy-cheeked, blue- 
eyed, curly-haired little boy, who used to gladden his 
heart with his prattle, feels he cannot bear the blow 
which death has given, and his spirit grows rebellious 
against the hand that smote his child, and he is now 
left to mourn the loss of one who made life dear 
to him. He flees from the lion death, which has be^ 
roaring roimd his housif nay roaring in his house. 
He thinks he will drown his sorrow in the intoxioatiag 
cup. He flees from the Hon which has desolated his 
home, and in the drunkard's cup he meets a bear 
which makes him more desolate still. Toung meiiy 
young people, troubles are sure to come, it would be 
foolish for us to think that we could go through life 
without having our share of trouble. But, when 
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acknessor death oomes, Godlielp lu to play the man ! 
to ahow the true Ohzistiaa qpirit ; may we be enabled 
to face tiie trouble be what it may. Let ub not 
be cowards, but stand firm. Knowing that our Lord 
will make the black doud pass away and cause the 
sun to throw down his light and his glory in our 
path again. 

Men turn cowards at the Lion of Poyerty. Poverty 
ifl a yeiy inconyenient thing. To want a pound and 
not know how or where to obtain it; is very trying. 
It is painful to a hard working man when he cannot 
well clothe his wife, or when the children require new 
boots and shoes, and he is imable to supply them. 
Some men in such a predicament will turn thieves, 
and will try to shun the Lion of Poverty by stealing 
his neighbour's goods. 

Perhaps this man who has the Lion of Poverty in 
his house holds a situation in a shop and serves 
behind the counter, gives change for shillings, half 
sovereigns, and five-pound notes. He can help 
himself out of the till, and nobody will know. He is 
tempted to steal, and is promised that he will so 
escape the Lion of Poverty. He does steal, is foimd 
out, his theft is detected, he is tried by judge and 
jury, and is transported for seven years — ' ' as if a man 
didfleefcomalionandabearmethim." Youremember 
those remarkable lines of Oowper, or some one else ! 

« Him wUch steels irliat ii*nt Infen, 
When he's eotched gom off to presea ! 
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AmdaouieTetyflad oases there ore where men andfroBMii 
take fheir own Uvea. Wliataliorribleaiglittagoinioa 
room and see a man hanging from the beam, or find 
another dead in his bed — self murdered — taking' Ood'a 
place in taking liheir own Ihres. When we ota* 
template their eternal state, we can only sajxt is '' aa 
if a man did flee from a lion, and a bear met him." 

In the second place, there are societiee fbr t&e 
moralization of men. These sodeties are good as 
far as they go. They teach men to flee from the 
Lion of Ignorance and Immorality. I will onfy 
name one, and that is the Temperance Society. I am 
rery much afraid that our friends the teetotallers 
think that their Temperance Societies are of more 
yalue in the world than the Gk>8pel of Ohrist. Some 
of the advocates of teetotalism have q^ken in a 
sneering manner of the dmrch of QoA and of tihe 
Oospel. I once heard a man say, "They say the 
Gospel is going to make the world isober, why don't 
it do it ? They say the Ghtirch is going to save tihe 
world, why don't it do it?" Some people tiiink 
Total Abstinence is going to sober the worid, wliy 
don't it do it ? Let teetotallers remember 1^S(t Gbd'a 
GK)spel will do what Teetotalism never can do; The 
Gospel will make a man a sober man, and 
keep l^^TTi a sober man ; will bless his body 
and save his soul, and conduct him at last inito 
the sublime and glorious presence of the Heavenly 
Hbsts. 
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irill4M>b6r a man, but it wiU not save 
fsam. HeU. Mznd it is a good thing aa far as it 
go^. Sut if men-are led to think that morality is 
apalritmliiyy and that xeformatian is regeneration, it 
is *^ %^ if a m^n did fleo from a lion and a bear met 
L]|9^" . The advocates of this society bare done the 
cause much harm by the harsh and bitter sayings 
^witih" ^hich they have endeayoured to set forth 
it%.. claims- Such expressions as the moderate 
di^L^er is worse than the drunkard, have been 
TLs^ by iaaany of them. It is not wise to say so 
mucJL ; and when you hear them sf y so, you are yezed 

anjd, tbink that's a an imtrutb. It is a pity for 

the^advooatas of a good thing to hurt the cause by 
hQffband untruthfcd assertions. I am a teetotaler, 
b\|t I belong to Ihe new coxmeotiou. I like total 
al^stinenoe, but I. like the Qospel of Jesus Christ far 
b^eA . We must point men to something higher 
tljiw morfdity. To something which will save the 
Bi^uj^aa.well as bless the body, for if we fail to point 
m^ to I0&M& and to press home upon them their need 
of Sis mercy to save them from eternal woe, all else 
will be as if a man did flee from a Hon, and a bear 
met him ; or went into his house, and leaned his hand 
upon tho wall, and a serpent bit him. 

The drinking customs of this country are a great 
blight and curse ; many a man's home comforts are 
destroyed by the enemy drink, and men should be 
tezhorted to abstain, to be sober. But let them not 



96 Thb Htthobous Pabsok. 

be led to suppose that a sober honest life wH admit 
them to the joys and delights of the home prepared 
for the Bedeemed of the Lord. ^' Ye mnst be bom 
again, or je cannot enter the Kingdom of Gt>d«" 
Let not men then imagine for a moment that by 
running from the Lion of Intemperance ihAt they 
need to run from no other evil, there must be a change 
of heart. Bepentance towards Qod and faith in Hhe 
Lord Jesus Christ, else they cannot be saved. I*t 
those of us, therefore, who are teetotallers and know 
the Lord savingly, let us preach our teetotalism, but 
let it be blended in with the Gospel. But never must 
we set it up above the Gospel, or make it another kind 
txE Gospel, nor at any time place it in front of the 
Gospel. For while we would say to the drinking' 
world escape, escape, from the lion, we would also 
remind them of the bear and the serpent. 

There is the lion from which men flee called 
Antinomianism, better known by the term High. 
Doctrine. There are ministers and people of this 
order ; they are a solemn straight faced class of people, 
who believe in the great doctrines of the Word of 
God. They preach only to the Saints, the people of 
the Lord. Li the morning they preach only to the 
Saints, at the evening service they preach to the 
Saints, its all for the Saints, on the next Sabbath 
they preach to the Saints, its all for the Saints, not a 
blessed word to the Sinner. The Saviour said go rather 
to the lost sheep of the House of Israel ; but these 
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1)r«lihreix do not iluBk of that Scriptaxe ; a great part. 

of the xnijustiy is to preach to the Sainta, to edify 

tkem, and bnild them up in the faith. If we did not 

feed and comfort ihe people of God we should have 

no churcl^, no backbone to the cause. We must feed 

the lanxbs, and gently lead the sheep which are with 

young according to the Scriptural figure. But a poor 

sinner over there cries out, ** Haren't yer got a word 

lor ns, Mister ; we have paid our share, why am*t 

we to be spoken to as well as the rest. What have 

we done that we should not be warned of the judg* 

ment to come? We Sinners pay as well as the 

Saints. " 

Once mere. Ministsrs have been much ofEanded 
with the plainness and corseness of some of our 
preachers. These gentlemen have fled from the 
lion — ^have taken to writing their sermons for correct- 
ness of language and beauty of expression. They 
always substitute condemnation for damnation, and 

they think it vulgar to say devil, so they say ds vil. 

They preach about stars, flowers, roses, lUlies, hills, 
and valleys — anything but Jesus Christ and Him 
crucified. I have heard of one of these fine preachers 
walking about his room all night with a wet cloth 
round his head, thinkiug of a proper word for his 
sermon. Why he had better have coughed and 
missed the word, and gone on. They would not read 
an address to a lady to whom they were making love, 
nor would they think it well of a pleader at the bar 
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to read what; lie liad to say to the judg^ aad jnij. 
If one of these sermon readers were a pr^ner at 
the bar, he would like something hotter ^^r bis 
defence than an address read off like a school-Doy's 
lesson. I would sooner hear a man who murdered 
each word of the Queen's English,, so long as die 
sermon made much of our Lord, than i^ read 
sermon on lillies. These days need the old fialuar' 
man's gospel thundered out to the people.^ "We 
need with all our powers press home the Word of 
life on the souls of men. To be so disgusted 
with a plain speech, brother, as to turn fop in the 
pulpit, is only to flee from a lion and meet with a bear- 
But we are all given to e^^tremes. Some men are 
extremely charitable. They hate a stingy soul. Tbey 
would rather give away all they possessed than not 
give away anything. 6old»nith gave away all his 
bed clothes, and then got in among the feathers. Did 
he not meet with a bear? I should think one froni 
the cold region. Some go to the extreme in fmgaliiy. 
They become so saving that they would not give, a 
penny, no, not even to a starving widow. There is 
no need to stop our charity because we are fragaL 
Be careful, be saving, but don't be miserly. 

You have heard of a miser who went to see a 
brother miser, to learn more fully the art of saving* 
As soon as the miser told his brother the nature of bis 
mission, the candle was put out, the brother miBsr 
saying, " If that is all you have to speak of we oaa 
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tfok in the dfaxl^/and so save tlie candle.'* The nuBer 

-■ • *t •"* f" » '■ • 

who w^t fi>T infonxxation was quite satisfied, and said 
lie dia ^ot wifili to know any mjore. Such men are 
pobr onrsed creatures, who wickedly sin against Ood 
and miEui : these men shall have a place in hell seven 
timeslieiEtted, It is as if a man did flee from a lion 
and a/beair met him. 

Then see how the Society of Priends have fled from 
finery to extreme plainness of dress. Broad brimmed 
hate, coal scuttle bonnets, and ooUarless coats, make 
a great part of their order. They have fled from the 
lion of finery and met with the bear of singularity. 
But, on the other hand, we are exhorted to dress 
neatly— not give way to flounces, frills, and furbelows. 
IiaSies pf the present day dress with great extremes 
indeed. Beligion is not in our dress; but religion 
wiU teiEicbrus to dress wisely and modestly, as becometh 
the Gospel of our blessed Lord. I have seen hob 
nailed boots and fine feathers on the same persons at 
the same time, and I think they did not look well. 

See how Paris fled from the Prussion Lion in her 
terziis of peace, and how she met the Bear of Civil 
Wiaff'^hich has been breaking her bones with mighty 
force, her rtoble buildings were burned, and many of 
her splendid structures were defaced by shell and 
cannon l^all!, Death and desolation was spread over 
the city, and for many a long year will the Serpent of 
Tiaxation be foimd in the homes of the French people. 
But rii^y the iBSng of Nations have mercy upon Paris. 
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There are people who wotild not go np in a baboon 
for the world, but are very fond of going down a ooal 
pit. Mr. Pott is of opinion that if b wicked to smile 
in church, but curses and swears in his house until all 
the young ladies run out, and young George Winkings, 
who had a bad father, makes himself quite disagree- 
able in company, putting his little boy's hands right, 
making the little fellow fii&t sit one way then another 
till the child don't know how to sit. My beloved ones, 
remember these three — Lion — Bear — Serpent. Plee 
firom the first, shun the second, and avoid' the third. 

Don't strain at a gnat and swallow a camel. In 
running away from one form of wrong mind you do 
not break your neck over another. If you run at the 
roar of the lion intd the paws of the bear, you might 
as well stand still ; and if you give up public wrong 
doing and allow the serpent in your own house to bite 
you, still remember that private sin is as hurtfiil as the 
public wrong. In serving your belly don't damn your 
soul, and if you give up your cups and dirty songs do 
not turn mope. When you put off the fool's cap and 
bells don't put on the garb of a monk. If you part 
from your lightness of manner, don't become a walk- 
ing church-yard deserter. A man who had starved 
his pig for three days gave it a pailful of beans, which 
killed it. Many a mother has laid on her own child 
and smothered it through fondness. If you hold the 
bird too tightly you will kill it, and if too loosely it 
will fly away. 
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MASBIAOE ! 



<bi 




AM afraid that we Parsons very often marry 

people who never ought to be married,— that is 

to say, the man should have married some other 

woman, cuid the woman should have married some 

other man ; but, of course, it is not our fault, we are 

innocent in that, as we are in everything else ! We 

are only the solemnizers of the marriage. "We have 

nothing to do with the dear people coming together. 

They take their choice, they do, — as people do who 

look into a peep show, and can choose which they 

like for the Duke of Wellington out of two or three 

fine looking fellows who stand before them. Plenty of 

nice girls are married to the nastiest scamps that ever 

lived — ^fellows who would have blessed the world if 

they had died as soon as they cried ! It seems an 

awful pity that some men should have grown up to 

need a six-foot cofl&n ; but so it is, and we have no 

right with it. Only when a man has a girl married 

to one of these gingerbread, overgrown monkeys, it 

makes him say what he would never think of saying. 

But, beloved, the female ladies of the other sex (as 

the man said who was addressing a public meeting) 

are not all perfection. Oh, no ; far from it. Some 



102 Xbz Hvmobous Pabson. 

of theni are not good enougli to thatch a bam witL 
It ifl a xiglit thing to got married — at a right time- 
to a right person — and in a proper manner. Eveiy 
woman wants to find the right man, and eyeiy man 
the right woman. "When a man has found the right 
woman, let him many for love and fight for money— 
that's what I say, beloTod. I do, so there ! "When 
they are well and properly matched, bless 'em! let 
'em get (as the young curate said) mawied. Yes,\)y 
all means, and the sooner the better. I hate long 
courtships, I do ; and so I do hastj marriages ; both 
are out of place, they are. Let all things be done 
according to wisdom. If young people would only 
saTO up for a home, instead of haying part of one in 
the mother's house, it would be a grand thing ,* hut 
a great many young people don't think of tables and 
chairs till they are ready to go to church, and then they 
have no money. They start in life £5 behind, and 
they keep there (like the donkey's tail) all their lives 
long. Every young man might sare if he would, 
instead of fooling away his money in smoke and 
strong drink. He should take the advice of the 
Humorous Parson and save his ninepences, he will he 
sure to want a wife some day, and he ought to look 
out and have money enough to buy her with. 

'* Love and a crust will do to live on," said a young 
man from the country. " Try a mutton chop," sai^ 
a Mend. So say I. Love is all very well, but it | 
won't pay the rent, nor put a new gown on Maiy*^ 
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back, not a bit of it. When a man lias got twelve 
chairs, two tables, a bed and bedstead, a few pictures, 
some knives and forks, and a nice carpet, with a few 
other things which I need not stop to mention, and a 
pretty little girl for a wife, let him get married. 
Every man should know something about the girl's 
mother and father. If they are a bad lot, it may be 
dangerous to undertake to keep the daughter. GKrls 
are very much, what the mothers make them. It is a 
wonderful thing for a good girl to come of a bad 
mother and father. Know something, then, about the 
parents of your intended wife ; and as they are she 
will be to a great extent. If she is not, mercy will 
Diake the difference. 

What a thousand pities it is when a man falls in 
love with a \^oman who is ready to fall into her grave, 
<^r a woman, to be spooney with a man who shows in 
^ face that he cannot live; for a strong healthy 
woman to marry a sickly, thin, consumptive man, is 
^ far froDOL doing the right thing as can be. There 
IS so much mock modesty about this matter, that if 
^^J one speaks out he is considered rude ; but, rude 
Qr not rude, I say it,— That there ought to be an eye 
to the health part of a marriage. The physical as 
"Well as the moral should be taken into account. If 
the world can be peopled with healthy subjects, why 
should a race of pale-faced, half-developed, poor, 
little creatures be sent adrift to struggle and totter 
to their graves. Many a man had better get measured 
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for a coflB.li than get settled with a wife. He is best 
as he is ; he cannot live, poor fellow ! and he had 
better not leave a widow and little shadowy children 

behind him. 

Black eyes may look at blue eyes ; dark hair at light 
hair ; a fair complexion may look at a dark complexion. 
A young woman is a flat to marry an old man, and 
an old man ought to be whipped for marrying a young 
woman. Let a prince marry a workhouse girl if he 
will (Walker), but for God's sake and the world's 
sake don't let disease marry health and beauty. We 
ought not to breed sickness and death if we can help 
it, and a deal of it might be helped if an eye were 
given to the health part of marriage. 

In every other family but the Human family there 

is an effort to produce the beautiful — ^the healthful 

and the strong — ^but Adam's sons and daughters seem 

to have little care in the matter. A woman loves a 

man, they are united without one thought (in many 

cases, perhaps in most cases it is so) I say without one 

thought as to what will be the physical condition of 

the little ones — will they be strong and healthful — 

yfi)! they be likely to make men alid women — will 

they live so long. When will people cease to be un- 

jiatural fools? when will men act like beings with 

l>raittS, and throw away that worse than foolish 

jnodesty on these matters ? If people will get married, 

and they will, for heaven's sake let us help them to 

g^et right husbands and wives. SuitabHity must be 
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part of the contract — suitable in age, temper, con- 
dition and estate, morallj, religiously and physically. 
All ways suitable. A blackbird and a canazy are not 
a good match. An old crow and a dore don't pair 
well. A hawk and a skylark would not agree. Let 
nature teach us. 

I hope nobody will think me wicked for this plain 

talk. If they do^ I shall tliink they are f ^Is. 

Nobody wHl, of course not, too much sense ! I have 
heazd of some good diyines who said that it was 
better not to marry at all, and so let the world die out. 
I am sure the yoimg people will not fall in with that, 
whatoTcr the old ones do. Bless me, where should 
we have been if it had not been for our grandmothers. 
Marriage is right enough, only let the parties be well 
and properly matched. Mothers and fathers ought 
to look after this business. Tell John to bring his gal 
home to tea ; let's have a look at her. Mary should 
be toM to bring her Jonah to the house for father and 
mother's inspection. I am sure that wise parents 
ought to take a greater part in the courtship of their 
fiKms and daughteors. But, if they are not wise, they 
are better out of it. 

I should, beloved, like to see a grand Government 
tribunal thai; might make some interference when on 
unhealthy and sickly man was about to wed a beauti- 
ful woman, or wkea a drunken, worthless vagabond 
was about to be joined to a virtuous and pretty girL 
Somebody ought to turn guides, that's certain; but I 
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hear some of my readers shoutiiig, ''Liberty — ^liberty 
— ^liberty ! " Yes, yes ; I know, and I answer, 
* * Poverty — ^poverty — sickness — disease — deformity- 
deafness — dumbness," and^ a host of otker things 
not pleasant to write, and not cheerful enough for 
the Humorous Parson. 

Cats don't often fall in love with dogs, but I am 
quite certain that many a married couple live a cat 
and dog life. WeU, then, what I say is. Cats should 
be espoused to cats, and dogs had far better keep theii 
own company, if it were only for the sake of their 
noses ! A birch broom is not the thing for a Turkey 
carpet, and a little tiny woman, who is about twice as 
large as a doU, looks out of place hanging on the arm 
of a fine six-foot high gentleman. But what's that to 
do with anyone. Of course not. Only such people 
as the Humorous Parson can't help noticing it. It 
does appear so much like a tall father leading out one 
of his little girls who can only just reach his arm 
when she stands on tip-toe. A great horse and a little 
pony looks singular, don't they? An old rough 
donkey and a race horse, both pulling at one cart, 
would make a cat laugh. Woxddnot all the worshippers 
fltare if a countryman in a new green long smockfrock, 
arm-in-arm with a fine lady with white veil and 
lavender silk dress, were to walk down the church 
together. If you were to put a rose and a potatoe 
together for a posy, or a small cabbage in your button 
hole, would be quite as reasonable or sensible as the 



The Hitmobous Pabsok. 107 

union of some people, — ^we mean marriage, because 
of union in nwat such cases there is none. 

Blessed is the man who has a good wife, and ** the 
other way round," as the old woman said who was 
telling a beggar to go to the back door. It is heaven 
on earth in the house when the husband and wife are 
suitably and blessedly joined together, when they love 
each other, and don't vex and tease and scratch each 
other's eyes out ! Blacking eyes ! shouts of '' Murder !" 
"Help, help, help ! " '* Oh you monster ! " and such 
like, don't come of being equally joined together, 
depend upon it. Mary Brickdust marries Mr. Steel- 
plate, and of course the one is servant to the other. 
A hard-hearted, rough-spoken man marries a gentle, 
loving soul of a woman, and he kills her dead, because 
he is not more kind. A jealous-headed woman, of a 
plain face, marries a handsome man — one that all the 
ladies like and every girl would be glad to marry. 
The plain-faced woman gets no better of her jealousy, 
cries and tells him he don't love her, and what made 
him smile at that young woman, and who was the 
lady he was talking to at the top of the street. She 
cannot bear her husband to be loved by other women, 
and so she takes poison and dies ! Well, she shouldn't 
have married a handsome man; she should have 
picked out some ugly old f eUow that no woman would 
have married if he had been smothered in gold ! 

I would not have a sovereign, if I could help it> 
that nobody liked the look of. We like other people 



108 The Humorous Pabsok. 

to like what we like, but when it comes to a man's 
wife she is to he frowned upon by all men but her 
husband, or the husband is to be looked black at by 
all the ladies but his darling wife. What rubbish ! 
If a wife is what she ought to be, the more she is 
liked the better. Let her be loved, and the more 
others value her the more her husband should prize 
her, and bless his stars he has her. Who wants a 
man that no one else woidd have. It is nice to be 
liked, and *' it is pleasing to Human Nature,*' as Maiy 
Flanders said, ** to grow the biggest taters." So it is. 
I like my wife all the more because other people like 
her; and I loved her all the more because another 
young man would have had her if I had not. A matt 
wanted to buy our old pony that we were going i^ 
shoot, and then we would neither shoot him or sell 
him. Poor old f eUow. If no one wants it it may be 
thrown away, but if anyone wants it it will fetch a 
good price. See that the boots fit before you buy 
them, that's what I say, my dear and precious ones. 
They will not wear if they don't fit. 

Marry at twenty if you have the right person, but b* 
sure you many health, and wealth if you can. A 
poor servant with health is better than a sick lady 
with wealth. If I was a youngster instead of an old 
man, I should most certainly look out for a prettf; 
wealthy, healthy young woman, who would share wj 
joys and sorrows^ and who would allow me to share 
her wealth ! I would have one of the same religion 
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as I am, for mine is the true religion, and no mistake. 
I would not live ^ith my mother and father, nor 
sister nor brother. Botheration to 'em all. No, I 
irould do as the Bible says, leave father and mother 
and stick to my wife, bless her. 

What I have said is something like a half -penny 
worth of ''all sorts" — ^pick out what you like and 
leave the rest in the paper. May all married 
iolks have more to make them laugh than cry. 
Heaven help them to be joUy — glad — pleased — de- 
lighted. May every man love his wife, and every 
wife love her husband, and all love each other. 



XIV. 
MISS BETSY CULLINGTINE! 

A LADY WITH A TONGUE ! 

f^ETSY CULLINGTINE was a single lady of 
about five-and-forty, rather tall, wore curls 
each side of her face, held up with little side 
•combs. She was by no means a fleshy woman, but 
belonged to the thin and genteel order of society ; 
always dressed in a black silk, with a light crapey 
kind of shawl, and a small ornamented carpet bag 
himg from her arm. She was very upright, and 
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walked as dignified as she looked; a sweet womaa 
gone sour; wliat some of the enemies called *' a single 
crab." She was well-known, and by no means much 
esteemed. Betsy would talk (where is the woman 
that wlU do anything else ?) Miss CiUlingtine had 
her opinion on most subjects, and knew what she 
thought of most people. Among ignorant people this 
lady passed for a scholar. She aimed at learning, 
and made the most absurd mistakes. 

'^ Bless my soul," said Betsy, as she walked down 
the street and saw the blinds down at Number 5, *^if 
them people aint hout again, hallways hout. How- 
ever they can stand it I don't know. Why, there's 
Miss Mercy at school ; why that must cost them hard 
on a £50 a year. Then there's Master Joseph going 
into business ; that will take £500 at least I am sure, 
and they hoff to th^ sea side at this time of the year. 
Well; I know they can't afford it, that's hall." Miss 
CuUiugtine made strong use of the '*h" in some 
words; she always put it in '*out;" out was houtr 
and all was hall. She used to speak of her heyes. 
*' Bless my heyes," said she one morning as the post- 
xnan brought her two letters, ** here's a joke, one 
from Dora Takeroot and one from Jane Jorkings. 
Both love letters, but not one from a gentleman! 
" K hever high do have an hoffer ! don't think I shall 
take It. Men are such deceptive creatures. There is 
no knowing them. They are as full of deception as ' 
he^gs are full of xneat ; and so many of them so 
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huncultivated ; so hignorant, they don't know not 
nothing, I ham quite sure. A lady of my standing 
would require an heducated man and a gentleman. 
Yes, just that ; but, bless my soul, I ham very well 
as I ham. Me and my dear friend Miss Mora 
Lumkins will remain has we hare for the present. 
We shall be quite as well hoff as that yoimg couple 
as got married last week and had not so much as a 
fry pan to start housekeeping with. That was a joke, 
to be sure it was, and I have been told that old 
Moster Wonsdor means to marry Miss Tomoss, and 
they are going to London to get it over, and that 
he is going to make hall his property over to her 
on the morning of the wedding, and he is worth ten 
thousand pounds, that's what they say. It will be a 
fine thing for her to be made a lady hall at once. I 
hate her — a proud stuck up thing. He's very well, but 
I hate her. And there's them Green's, flirting about 
with young men. It's perfectly disgraceful ; a parcel 
of girls and boys — what else are they — 23 or 4 years 
old. Bah. I can't bear it. If I had the manage- 
ment of them young ladies I would find them some- 
thing to do besides walking with low-bred young men^ 
has I ham sure they are— not as it concerns me,, 
not at hall it don't. When I was yoimg I 
used to do such things myseK, but I would 
not do it now for the world. Not the finest man 
which walks should never win my heart. I 

don't wish to bother my head with other people's 
F 2 
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business ; enough for me to mind my own. Has I 
was saying to Mrs. Sugarvill wlien I was telling her 
what an awfiil noise them people make next door^ 
and what I heard when I put my hear against the 
wall of my bedroom, I told her that of hall things 
in this world I detested was backbiting — ^people 
meddling with what don't hat tall concern them." 

Why, in the name of common sense, don't folks 
mind their hown affairs. Miss Betsy Cullingtine, 
my beloved, my dearly beloved, was a mischief making 
old cat ! and a would-be lady. She was as ignorant 
as a horse and as vain as a peacock. Her tongue for 
talk was a mile long. She invented the biggest un- 
truths, told them to her Mends in confidence, and 
thus kept the whole town alive. A long tongue, glib 
tongue, lying tongue, good-for-nothing old puss ; 
shatter, chatter, chatter; talk, talk, talk, irom. morning 
till night. If she, beloved, had been a member of 
my church I would have sent a thunderbolt at her, 
a nasty old thing, I would. The church is not quite 
free from such ladies now. There is a great deal of 
''Have you heard that Mrs. So-and-So's waaher- 
woman was told that Mr& 3rown heard say that 
yoimg Jones was thinking of taking a fann. A deal 
too much of what he said, or they said." If some 
persons think a thing they say they heard it, and 
state it as a fact. * 

*'Tes," said Betsy Cullingtine, ''they say she had 
a bad nurse, who gave her her dinner hout of a damp 
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plate ; but I beHeye she Tf as fond of a little drop of 

gin!" 

I am seriously afraid that there are many Betay 
-Gollingtine's in all our churches ; and you know, 
beloved, they play the devil with any church. One 
IBetsy will disturb the peace ! two Betsics will make 
a confusion ! ! three Betsies will make a very stormy 
churchy and four Betsies are enough to break up a 
cause. Many a church has been almost ruined by one 
Betsy ! ! ! We ought, I am sure, my beloved brethren 
and faithful of the flock, to i)ray for these dear 
sisters. The prayers of the church are sought on 
behalf of Miss Betsy Cullingtine, who is afflicted with 
an enlargement of the vocal member. Pray that she 
may talk less and more truthfully. 

If any lady (or gentleman) for they can talk ! should 
see any likeness of themselves in this short lecture 
on the human tongue, let them tongue it less, and 
iheir neighbours will like them more, and heaven 
will bless them. There is a time to speak and a time 
to be still. It is the still part of the Scriptures I 
recommend to all the boiling of these Betsy Culling- 
tines. Be still — ^hold your tongue — don't speak — 
utter not a word for fear of telling a lie. 

When you haye not good to Bpeak, 
Keep your tougue within your teeth. 

(dedicated to the family of the cullingtines.) 
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business ; enough for me to mii^ / 
was saying to Mrs. Sugarvill r/ /' 
what an awful noise them ' / 
and what I heard when I -^g 

wall of my bedroom, I ' 

in this world I dete '.gthateful tax of aU taxes, 
meddling with what ^ ^^ j^ ^^ ^^^ hnmonr. 
Why, m the np J. ^^j^ ^^^^ ^ ^^^ ^j^^ ^ ^^ 

mind their how ^^j^ ^^^^ children having to help to 
my beloved, m- ^ ^^^ j ^^^.^ ^^.^^^ ^j^^ ^^^ .^^ p^^ 
old cat ! and / ^^ j ^^^ ^^^^ .^ ^^^^^ j^ ^^ 

oo A horse ''/• 

jf itoi young fellows in places where they 
taUc was r i^ * ' 

'/ -0aB U^^6 to do, and someone to help them, 

^'J'^Ookeep a lot of feUows in red jackets, and 
yi^^fa up to fight, as Mrs. Brown says, the 



tonf ^, 

chf ^^' 

rZffitjxf^i beloved, we must pay taxes, we all know 

X know it, for as soon as I get a £1 saved tip 

^ covelqs some one with a double knock, and I 

•flk ** *^**'^ ^ gentleman come to see me," but the 

v||^t comes to my study door and sajrs, " Pkmse, 

ft gentleman has called for the Income Tax." 

^^^jifound the gentleman and tax too. Tell your 

l£f0SU0to pay it." There goes another £2 10b. I 

kfi\i yor, that's the way they fetch it. What I grumble 

^l is making it so unpleasant — to support the Queen. 

pless her, we are willing enough to maintain her and 

all her dear children, only the taxes ought to be put 

on those who hare plenty, and where the paying them 
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-^ man of a bit of fresh batter, and it 
'^f,^ ' things not incomes. 

lies told about this Income Tax 
If some of those Ooyemment 
^•'. '*^ _ ^or persons for a year or two they 

♦^ che art of raising the wind, beloyed, 
. offending the people. It is not the money 
^ object to, bnt the way in which it is demanded. 
"Want to know how much yon get a year." What's 
that to do with them ? Show your books, and if you 
don't have £200 a year you ought, so you must pay 
on £200, and when you are once on the list get off 
if you can. They will follow you, my dears, from one 
town to another like bloodhounds. Ah, they will. 
Why don't they put a good big tax on crime — on 
drunkenness — the use of bad language— and late 
hoQib? Why not tax vanity! over-trimmed ladies 
photographs, public smoking, and expectorating on 
the path'ways? Taxes might be made a kind of 
street scavenger, an officer of the peace, and a re- 
mover of foul smells. Tax the bad things the people 
wili have, and so get good but of evil. There are many 
things which might be a little dearer, and no one 
would teA il Tax young men with two sweethearts, 
tax old niaids for keeping single, and every man over 
thirty for not being married ; tax yoxmg folks who 
wish to marry before they are old enough, and every 
pair who can't live happily together ; tax the devil 
and make Wm pay if you can. But away with the 
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.ily liate that Tax, 



THE aUEF;-* ° ^"'■t^B to anything 
jje sua itself, if the; could 

%NOOME TAX is ■ ^/'asthewaeherwomanaaid, 
Jf It taxfifl tlie T ^'' ^^* *^^° ^'^ ^^^'^ ^""^ 
1 would Bf . ■p'^Sy- Weknow that some /w 
Think of a ma- ,-;>g*t>°^8. beloved, want a tax pni 
teep the Qur '■ > 'Ji^? ^o^* P'^?' "^"^ * P-^^y* *^ 
^^ J "^ -^^j-ou can. They study how /iWfo th^ 



fneda ^''^ fisitcher, how are you getting on at your 
jj -ll'; /tt'rll,' said thepreacher, 'fullattendanee, 
/■ J"**) is hoing done.' ' Ah,' said Sat&n, ' but do 
tk' t^ « ^^'^ ^^ "^ them don't pay for their seats, 
t> ry wl^^^' ^'"^ stay away on collection Sundays? 
V «<"''J^o selfish lot."' 

^*7, beloved, I have no doubt about the truth of 

C-W ^^ "^ *^® money goea. Too many, ah, yes, 

*^fl(iiTy to say it, but by fax too many pass the 

. ,^9 at the tliuTch doors, andgo out with a sanctified 

i jjB of tlio ©yes, too fill! of the Spirit to tbjrtV of 

.jpg. " What I give," said a man, "isnothingto 

Sbody-" ^ should think not. It would be, my floci:, 

jn^at blessing to the religious community if an 

-jjome Tax could be put on all chapel and church 



The Hir&iOKOus Fabson. 117 

goers ; make them pay to come in ; that would be an 
Income tax for them! But, as Deaeon Countcash 
says, and very truly too, if we were to do that they 
wouldn't come at all. Sooner than some devoted satnU 
would be made to pay for the support of the church or 
the cause of religion, they would stay away altogether. 
K some of them cannot go to heaven without paying 
for it, they are prepared to go somewhere else ! ! ! 
The pretty creatures, they are. 

WeU, I don't like the Income Tax ( Governmmt), but 
it would be no offence to me to pay to go into church. 
The Scotch do it, and the church will not be strong 
till she is prepared to give Christ more of her silver 
aad gold. The time may come when a rich man will 
be ashamed to offer God a threepenny bit ! when the 
coppersmith, will only be seen among the poor, and 
when offerings to GK)d will be as common as saying of 
prayers. We ought not to require the devil's coals 
to make up Ckdst's fire. But as Qt>d's own people 
do not find money enough to pay the costs of Zion, 
we are obliged to go begging to the devil's own, and 
it's rather hard for the devil that his children should 
help to support the kingdom that he is trying to over* 
throw. And it's a burning and glaring shame on the 
religious wodd that it should be so. If Satan makes 
his own fire and keeps it a burning, that's all he 
should be expected to do. He ought not to be called 
upon to find the church coals ! ! ! 
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" But," says someone, '* how can God's poor people 
pay a Spiritual income tax ? " I answer, *' Very well 
indeed. We pay the Queen's Taxes because we must, 
then let us pay the "King's taxes because we musV^ 
Christ has saved us ; that should be enough to make 
a good collection anywhere where there is any money. 
A stingy Christian cannot be a happy one. If a man 
is not a liberal soul he knows little of the bliss of 
true religion. A man may not give till he has nothing 
to give. I should not like, beloved people, for another 
man to have to work for my old beauty and my 
handsome children. I should hate him — hate the 
sight of him. So I detest having to go out of doors 
to ask help of God's enemies. Let the church pay 
her own rates. Chv/rch rates are proper, for church 
people. Let all churches pay their own rates ! The 
lamps of the temple are not to be burning the devil's 

oil. 

The Christian who trys to give as little as possible 
to the cause of his God is drying up his own soul, 
and bringing himself into all kinds of poverty. The 
liberal soul shall be made fat — ^fat as a pig, beloved, 
but not so vulgar. He who spares the seed shall have 
a poor harvest. " Give, and it shall be given to you 
again." " With what meastire ye mete it shall be 
measured to you again." 

God pays more than ten per cent. ! ! ! People can 
find cash for everything else. They can find it for 
their backs, find it for their bellies, evening parties, 
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day trips, a plunge into the fashion, better house, 
more furniture, a pretty picture — any thing and every 
thing can be bought and paid for, so there is plenty 
of money. The heart to give to the Lord is needed. 
If we did not give our wives more after the rate than 
we give the Lord they would not live with us, and its 
only a wonder that God don't bundle us out of His 
Church altogether for being so miserably mean. The 
world will never believe that we love Christ or that 
there is anything in religion to love till they see 
we are willing to pay for it. We sometimes sing 

Lore so amazing, so divine. 
Demands my life, my soul, my all ! 

Plenty of professors, beloved, don't give Christ's 
cause half as much in a year as they blow away in 
smote ! Give Him ! should like to see it, much ! 
Confound such meanness, I hate it. If the church 
would fork out she would have more to fork out. 
How much is Jesus Christ worth to you ? " Oh," j'ou 
say, *'aU the world." Then why not give Him a 
little more of your substance? *' Can't afford it." 
Don't lie I ! ! — Let us pray. 
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XVI. 

SATAN AND THE PIGS. 

[HEEE is, my dearly beloved, a very singular 
story told in the Holy Scriptures relative to 
pigs and the devil. It seems that the Saviour 
in His travels met a poor man whom Satan had in- 
habited for some time, and when the Lord drew nigt 
the devils (for there were many) cried aloud not 
to be turned out without a covering, and as there was 
a herd of swine not far off, and as the leading devil 
wished it, the Lord permitted these foul spirits to 
enter the poor pigs. But they made a disgraceful 
disturbance ^in the man before they left him. He 
never forgot those devils, you may depend on it. 
They upset him and turned him about in a fearM 
manner, beloved, like people who have notice to leave 
ihe house they live in — ^turn spiteful, make the paper 
dirty, break the windows, scratch the walls, stop up 
the sink pipe, and chalk on the shutters, *' this housb 

NOT TO BE LET ! " 

So these little devils, beloved, did all that lay ^ 
their power to ruin this poor devil-taken man, but 
our Master Jesus was too much for them. They were 
ten to one, yet it made no difference; He ordered 
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them out ! and out they were obliged to go iiumedi- 
ately the command was giren. No grace for devils, 
not a moment. When they left all the spirits of the 
man was gone, and he seemed like one dead. He had 
had plenty of spirits up till now, and now they were 
beginning to be very low, indeed they all were running 
down to the sea ! The man did better than the pigs 
or the spirits either, for he got well, but the pigs, 
poor things, were all choked, and I hope the devils 
were too. 

When the devils, left their human abode they 
were allowed to enter, as stated in the Scriptures, the 
herd of swine, and they, poor things, went mad 
through having too much spirit ! Down they went, 
iuU gallop, squeaking and squalling, grunting and 
bawling, beloved. Ah, you should have seen them 
with their little tails curled and their ears laid back 
as they went down the hill side. It abnost frightened 
the lad that kept them out of his wits. The 
pigs could not tell what had come to them; they 
were never so taken before — never before were pigs 
so unanimously of one mind. They all ran together 
and all ran one way (downwards). This was the 
devil a pigy-baok. How strange they must have 
felt; they were not used to such driving. It was 
a cold bath for them. They were all baptised, dipped 
and covered / It quite intoxicated them ! They were 
not used to such epmU and water I Nor were ever such 
spirits and water mixed before ! ! ! There was plenty 
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of pork for the fisli, if they were not too much 
alanxied to take it. 

The owners of this herd of swine were sadly put out 
when they heard how the devil had treated them, and 
they laid all the blame, beloved, on Jesus Christ. 
But you know it was their own fault. They should 
not have encouraged the devil amongpst them, then 
they would not have lost their pigs. They ^am to 
Jesus and prayed Him to leave those parts altogether. 
They were afraid that Satan might fall in love with 
the rest of their stock f if Jesus had allowed it, bo thej 
stupidly tried to get rid of the Lord. 

Beloved brethren, I take my text at this time out 
of the 8th chapter of the Gospel of St. Matthew, at 
the .32nd verse: "And behold the whole heard of 
swine ran violently down a steep place into the sea, 
and perished in the waters." I shall observe the 
following divisions : — 

I. The devil mil drive somebody. 

II. If He cannot drive men he will drrvepisf'- 
m. Whom he drives he drives violently. 
rV. Whom he drives he drives to destruction. 

It must be confessed that Satan is a master driver. 
He drives with power and great skill, and yet with 
easy fascination. He can, and does, turn facetions 
and drives on his mighty population with a merry 
laugh. He must be somebody's driver or leader. I^ 
makes no difference to him whether he drives or leads. 
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BO long as he is head master. If lie cannot frighten 

them on, he will lead them on with a song and a 

dance. He can be a pleasant music master or a verjf 

dwil ; but lie must be doing. Someone must be his 

pig ! and, beloved, he is all the more delighted (if the 

deyil ever is delighted) when there's a large litter of 

pig8 for him to lead on and on till he brings them to 

the slaughterhouse ! He will turn little boys into 

thieves and girls into street-walkers, and men into 

beasts and women into the beasts of beasts. He must 

be driving on his trade, the damnation of human 

Bouls, and bodies too! is his special business. He 

can do little without a body. He is obliged to be 

covered ; he is too awful a fellow, beloved, to be seen 

without a covering. He don't take in his own 

coat — ^people know him, so he dresses up in hiuuan 

form and so deludes the million. The king, the queen, 

the prince, the pauper, the wise, the otherwise, the 

none- wise, the old, the young, the rich, the poor, the 

good, the bad, are all in their turn driven by the 

devil at his will. 

But in the 11. place, my dear and precious ones, 
you will kindly notice that if Sir H. Nick cannot 
drive men he drives pigs, as shown in my text, 
Any port in a storm. Better go in a wheelbarrow 
than in no vehicle at all. So thought Satan when 
he and his left the poor man and entered into 
the pigs. These pigs werd the best accommodation 
he could find at the time, which showeth that even 
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his majesty tlie devil is sometimes hard np like the 
rest of us. It is not often he is in such a strait ; he 
can generally obtain men for a shelter and a eovering. 
It was very humiliating to the devil to have to go into 
swine. He had often had a lodging with kings, and 
to come down to pigs must have been vexatious, ©yen 
to the evil one. We therefore remind him that it is 
possible for him yet to be so shut out of hnman 
hearts that he may be glad of pigs again. I 
should be sorry for the swine, but I cannot say with 
all my love that I should be sorry for the devil. Not 
like a brother reverend who said, "No one prays for 
the poor devil." It would be a sorry change for 
Satan to be quite ejected from the human and have 
to dwell in pigs — cats— dogs — and the like. It wonld 
be aU the better for us, but worse for the P. CD. 

Now, observe in the lU. part of our discourse that 
whom the devil drives he drives violently. "The 
pigs ran violently down a steep pl£u;e and periehrf 
in the sea.* Yes, Satan makes short work of it 
with many. When he once enters he drives on with 
terri&e force and gets them done for as quickly as 
his power will permit. He drives no slow coftchefl; 
all his traxns are expr^n / He is often aUe to nm a 
yoxmg man through to hell in half-a-dozen years, 9sA 
fiome in less time than that. He makes haste to danm 
them. The road to perdition is wide and down hi! 
all the way, and those who go thither go there in * 
hurry! It's a fearful slope — down, down, down' 
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So eas J, so sweet, so nice, and yet the way of sinners 

is hard ; ah, it is hard to be lost. It may be said 

truly of the prince of the power of the air that 

he is in a devil of a hurry to hurry men to death 

and woe ! The sooner he gets them under lock and 

key, the sooner he is assured of their eternal fix ! ! ! 

The deril don't like to wait till a man is eighty years of 

age "before he turns the key on him. He would 

prefer that he should murder someone and be hanged 

foT it, or hang himself, and save others the trouble 

of waiting on him. The watchword of Satan is 

" Quick, quick, quick; hurry them; drive them; push 

them ; speed, speed, quicker, quicker, quicker still." 

If one of the devil's poor pigs tries to run away from 

the rest into the green fields of the Lord, Satan would 

shoot that pig dead, beloved, if it lay in his power to 

do so. He never lets a siimer go if he can by any 

means help it. "We are, however, thankful to know 

that many do 

Leare the dreadful ways of sin, 
Turn to the fold and enter in. 

In the rV. place you will see that whom Satan drives 
he drives to ruin. An old divine once said that the 
devil always brought his hogs to a bad market. They 
perished in the sea ! ! ! Those poor pigs, beloved, no 
doubt thought that they were running home to the 
farmyard, and yet they must have wondered why they 
were all in such a desperate hurry. It was sudden death 
to them aU, but I don't think, beloved, that it was 
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sudden glory. It miist be said that those pigs came 
to an uatiinely end! Figs generally die of sticking; but 
in this case they gave up the ghost by drowning. It 
might be said that they were put to the pickle before 
they were put to the knife. What became of thelegion 
of devils I don't know. Perhaps they aU perished 
with the swine ; I hope they did ; and perhaps they 
managed to get up in the air ! and perhaps they are 
still in the sea to alarm and terrify aU who may pass 
that way. But to tell you the truth, I don't know 
where they are, and I do not care. 

I trust, however, beloved, that none of those devils 
will ever serve you as they served those poor pigs. 
Watch and pray ! There are many of the same kind 
about, and they are very artful and cunning, and if 
they could do you a turn they would ; but it would be 
a bad turn, depend upon it. Ah, the end of Satan's 
service is death ; no other reward to anyone ! That's 
all a king gets, and a poor man gets no more, what- 
ever he fiady promise (and he is not particular about 
the truth, beloved). Death is the end of Satan's 
service. If you serve him well he will sting and 
bite you for it to aU eternity. The more service you 
render, the worse oS you will be — ^try it ! Let me 
say to you, that if you attend to the devil's wishes 
and do for him all he desires, or only a part of what 
he wants, you had better be one of those poor devil- 
driven pigs that got choked in the sea, for Satan could 
do no more with the pigs after they were drowned; 
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but if you are one whom he diiyes, he will keep driTing 

you in another world, and the road will be much 

rougher there than it is here. Hell's road will blister 

your feet if you get there, I can tell you. Take care 

that lie does not get you on the slope of the hill, 

and pray God that you may never be in his line. 

you don't want to be butchered by him ; no. Look 

rather to the Lord, and make your supplication unto 

Him.. If you ai'e a pig, beloved, still ask Him to 

remember you ; tell Him you do not wish to die the death 

of those poor pigs which suffered through the spirits 

and water 1800 years ago. Ask Him to give you 

grace to be a saint, and not a pig. 

Some men are more like pigs than men — ^that is 

to say, their conduct is so low and base, dirty, im- 

manly, only of a pigsty order. I should not be 

surprised if the devil were to enter lots of these fellows 

and run them down into the sea of death. They seem 

to tempt the demon to do it. It would not be a serious 

loss to get rid of some of that kind of pigs ! ! ! Their 

wives and children would be just as well without their 

lnwdships as with them. What is a fat, dirty, lazy, 

. gttzziing man but a pig ? Stick him ! and then he 

wHl not fetch 6d. a pound. Try to be mm, beloved,. 

noUe-heaited, pure as Jesus, good as St. Paul, loving 

as St. John, and as zealous as St. Peter; try to drive 

the devil; he will flee if you resist him! say, ^*Qet 

ye gone, Satan." He takes a deal of notice when ho 

is thus ordered off. Say, ^* The Lord rebuke tiiee." 
o 
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Ood, for Ohrisf 8 sake, hrixig ihee, my 'belored care, 
to His Kingdom and glory, and make yon sliont for 
joy eternity through. 

I will leave the devil and the pigs with yon ! 



xvn. 

THEM DI8SENTEBS! 

FOE Am) AOAlSrST. 



DO telieve, my beloved, that half them vib- 




senters have but a small portion of Gospel 
truth in them. They are no better than they 
«hould be, you may be sure. They pride themselve? 
that they belong, as they put it, to the non. conn. 
But be sure of one thing, namely, that many Cfhurch- 
men have wagon loads more of religion than greftt 
nimibers of Dissenters. 1 do not widi to be hard— yo^ 
know me too well for that, don't you, my own dear 
people ? — but stiQI must confess, I feel bound to say 
fBO, that hundreds of them chapel people wiH never, 
no never, see the light of heaven. They will not have 
their infants baptized by our clergymen ; they do not 
endorse our Baptismal Begeneration ; they wUl ^^ 
flay our prayers ; they disapprove of our Prayer Book 
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;iuid our Service for the Dead ; they say zinging of bells 

is uaelesst and steeple-houses a waste of money. 

How is it possible, my beloved, that these non. cons. 

can be saved ? You may depend on it, my care, that 

•they are a bad lot ! And yet (to be candied, as the 

confectioner said to his wife about an old sweetheart), 

I think you know that they are wrong just because 

they aint right (as the servant said in the witness 

box). I mean, beloved, that they do not know the 

Lord Jesus. J£ they did, they would be eternally 

delivered from wrath, no doubt about that. 

I am a trtt$ Churchman, yet I nevertheless hold 
that even a Dissenter will be saved if he firmly trusts 
•Christ ; and, if I lose my gown for it, I will say it — ^I 
must say it, preach it, in Church and out of Church — 
being saved is not coming to Church, but doing what 
the Lord requires. My Bishop may be ready to send 
me to the devil for such a feeling to them Dissenters, 
for I know he hates them, and says that they cannot 
be saved — impossible. I think, you know, beloved* 
he's a fool for saying that ! Not that I shall say one 
wordagainst my Bishop, not me, oh no, it would be sui- 
cidal to do so. But at the same time them non. cons, are 
in many things as narrow-minded a set of people as 
ever breathed a breath of air ; and as to our Prayer 
Book, why some of them meetingers had much better 
use it, for many of their praying men only have one 
form of prayer. Qnr Book, you know, gives many. 
I heard of one old man who goes to the chapel 
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God, for Ghrist's sake, T)riii';^oiihLeway, who always 

to His Kingdom and glor^ ^e people say they know 

joy eternity through. ^]^q a fidend of mine who 

I will leave the dr ^e of one of these non. cons., 

,jto go by the train, so when the 
y\^S i^®* after the morning meal, 

f^.Q. said to the little boy who was- 

',/^de, *'"Will yer father soon be done, 
/a/^^iOtiOt sir," said the boy, " he has not 
V^em yet, sir." 
^fi' 3$^^ non. con. dressed up in a Churdi- 
J^^'i. ih^7 don't like forms of prayer, and yet 
jp0i^''' gf do anything else but pray a form of 
^ef jf they changed their prayers I should be 
K f^A ^ ^^ ^ word about it. But there is old 
(T ^^ rt* ^®^ ^^ P'^y when you will he always 
ff^ jji the " oil from vessel to vessel." And there 
f hjx lillyblink ; he always prays that the Fasture^ 
^, ht ^^^ ^® Master's feet behind him. And then 
^^ is Simon Condor — ^he is sure to say " as 
^fl the east is from the west hast Thou removed 
f {ifflnsgrossions from us." Now, as the Bev. Mr. 
^^^0cope said, these Dissenters had far better have 
})a6k. of prayers. But^ beloved, some of these non. 
^^^, pray moat delightfully. 

^ere was a Baptist minister by the name of, dear- 
jne-now-what-was-his-name I wonder ? 01^ Mr. Dip- 
water ; yes, the Rev. W. B. Dipwater I remember, 
iJiat was his name, he could pray for fifty minutes at 
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lie used to praj some of them off 
J. he had a fine gift in^prajer. 
^^ oan understand how these non. cons, get on 
X without our Prayer Book. I have often felt 

if I should like to be a Baptist minister myself. 
Of course I don't mean for the mere sake of getting 
their incomes, for, poor fellows, some of them are 
Tialf-starved I am sure. I suppose, beloved, that no 
men are so badly paid as these Baptist ministers. 
Well, they are big flats. Why don't they come 
over to the Church ? They would have to be 
poor curates at first, but then they would make up 
for it afterwards. I am not so dead down on those 
non. cons, as some of the clergy. I have heard some 
of my brethren speak most unkind things of fhem^ 
quite unchristian like, as Mrs. Gussit said, quite 
wicious. No, my people, you may depend on what 
I am going to say, that if High Churchmen and High. 
Non. Cons, were put in a sack and well shook up 
together and shot out on the Church floor, you would 
not know t'other from which, as they say in London. I 
-should not like our Bishop to be acquainted with it, 
as he might want to undress me {before bedtime), but 
I do most heartily think that a converted man is a 
saved man, a Non. Con. or a Churchman, ah that I 
-do, my flock ! 

You may be sure of one thing, and that is this, 
iihem Dissenters will overrun the earth, and our old 
•Church (God bless her) will come into the hands of 
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them uncircumcised Pillerstines, as the religious shoe- 
maker said at his class. Yes, the old National Ohurche& 
will be the Dissenters churches, and our churchyards 
will be as free to them then as they are to us now. What 
a change ** since George w£ls King," as the song says. 

I tell you what, beloved, if I could have as good a 
living among them Baptists as I now have among the 
Church of the Nation people, I would turn Dissenter 
to-morrow. 0, I forgot, that is saints day; well, 
the day after, for I am more and more convince, 
that there is more true holiness out of the Church 
than there is in it. I know at the commencement of 
this address I did not say as much, but you see I have 
improved as I have gone on ; and besides, I want our 
Church people to listen to me on these subjects, so X 
began at a distance ; that's the best way sometimes. 

When the devil wishes to lead you into a muddy 
road he will pretend to be your guide to the cleanest 
path. I stand and tremble for our Church. Of course 
I don't let anyone see me, but I am as sure as can be 
that the head of the Church will be cut off. I am 
fiorry for Queen Victoria, because it is not a pleasant 
thing to have your head cut off. But as sure as bacon 
her head will not be tho head of the Church for 
ever. What ever will the House of Lords say 
when they see a decapitated State Church ? Beloved 
Churchmen and ladies, I think the Queen is as good 
a head to a Church as can be found next to Jesus 
Christ; and when He gives up being the Head I 
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shall vote for our dear Queen to take it. But while 

He is. alive I think we should not own another head. 

A. Clnirch with two heads ! Who would like a lady 

with two heads I should like to know, especially with 

two tongues ! ! ! If we hod a child in our house with two 

heads I am sure we should be glad if someone would 

knock one off. It would be a treat to hear people say 

" m knock yer head off for yer." The head of the 

Ckorch will have to come off. It will be a royal exe. 

cution of a spiritual kind, and, beloyed, if the Church 

%$ cut adrift from the throne, it wHl be all through them 

non. cons. Them Dissenters are an awful lot of 

people. When they take anything into their heads 

they will not rest till they accomplish it; and you will 

see they will keep preaching, lecturing and writing 

till they pull the Church right away from the State. 

They are sure tp send a lot of fellows to Parliament 

who will bring in Bills to upset the Church. They 

will never rest till they get the old lady right away 

&om her royal grandmother. 

You know, beloved, a good many of them non. cons. 
have been burned for things not half so bad as they 
are doing now. I believe it was all through thorn 
Dissenters that we had to stop our Church Rates ; 
yes, and they will have our churchyards next, and 
every blessed thing they can lay their hands on. 
They are the biggest set of thieves that ever lived, 
beloved, that they are! They want to disendow, 
disestablish, and decapitate the dear old Churchy 
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that's what they want to do, and they will do it as 
sure as pigs are turned into bacon or sheep into 
mutton. If the Government pay. us parsons out I 
don't so much mind. Of course I know the old house 
wants coming down ; her walls are splitting now — 
anyone can see that. My word, what a dust there wiU 
be when the tumble takes place. It will nearly 
smother them Dissenters ; but, bless you, they will 
soon lay the dust ; they would empty all theii 
Baptistrys to do that. 

If I am provided for I don't mind about it at all. 
The soones it takes place perhaps the better for the 
nation's good. Them non. cons, are saying it is 
Church nation hard that it has not been done before. 
But they are always in such a galloping hurry. We 
are not going to have the Church of a Nation divorced 
all in a minute to please a set of non.. cons. Not a 
bit of it. When the old lady is untied let it be done 
with a gentle hand. Eemember that she is old and 
very feeble, and cannot bear much pulling about; 
her sight is bad and so is her hearing, poor old dear. 
Indeed, she is on her last legs, like Tom Lobkin's 
donkey. No doubt the Churchmen have brought this 
on themselves ; they have treated the Dissenters most 
awful, they have. 

The other day there was a big fall of rain, and 
afterwards the snails came out in large quantities. A 
boy was sent down the garden to pick up the snails ; 
and so he did, and threw them into the next door 
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neiglibour's garden. His father ran down and re- 
monstrated with. him. ** Why do you so- for ? don't 
you know how wicked it is to do that ? how woidd 
you like anyone to throw snails into your gard(»n ? " 
^'"Well, father," said the boy, '*thcy are only Dis- 
senters ! ! ! " ** What ! " said the father, " you mean 
to tell me the people over the wall are Dissenters ? '' 
** Yes, father." *' Then you can throw them over ! " 
Let the non. cons, have the snails ; make them pay 
Church Bates ; shut them out of our graveyards . 
don't give them a religious interment j if they have 
not been sprinkled treat them as ungodly, miserable 
sinners. That's the way to pull the Church down. 
I don't wonder at anything now. The lion is out, 
and the steam is up, and the Dissenters mean to have 
religious oneness. *' One man is as good as another,'' 
say they, and a great deal better. These non. cons, 
say, " Give us a free platform and we will, under God, 
convert the world!!!" My word, they have got 
something to do before they do that. I heard one of 
their locals say, **We do not ask for sin to be put 
in fetters, nor laws to hold back wrong-doing. The 
Gospel," says the fellow, ''will do all that. Give 
us a clear platform, a free pulpit, an unfettered press, 
and no endowments, and, by the help of the Lord, 
we win turn the world upside down." Well, thought 
I, if you do that we shall aU be standing on our 
heads, which would be very uncomfortable, beloved, 

and give us the blood on the brain. 
O 2 
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A friend of mine (a rey. gentleman and a D.D.) 
tells me tliat the Chiircli will do better apart from 
the State ten times orer ; and he says that when her 
clergy haye to earn their bread before they eat it, all 
the short-tongued-long-tongued gentlemen of the 
order wiU be pushed out, or else starve, for he says 
nobody would give them a penny. Indeed, he told 
me that if he was in a fire he would not get out to^ 
hear them preach, for he says of all the cat-howliag 
he ever heard he never heard anything like the 
howling of those parsons, beloved. 

Well, I shall remain vicar of this parish as long 
as I am able, and affcer that I shall, if I can, 
be a non. con. Think of the Humorous Parson being 
a non. con. ! — Dr. Parson, Humorous non. con. 



XVIII. 
ABOMINABLE MEANNESS!!! 

'HY did E. 0. Gripple, Esq., leave the con- 
gregation in Striving-square, Middletown ? 
Because they were about to raise a fund to 
build a new schoolroom and he did not like the idea 
of parting ! I ! for he and his gold were fa%t friends. 
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So as the thing became waxm he became reiy oold» 
and as the money rolled in he walked out. But Mr. 
Qripple says he did not enjoy the ministry as he osed 
to before the new schoolroom project was introduced. 
Up to that time he much admired the preacher's dis- 
oourses ; indeed, he praised his minister up to the 
skies, and said that there was no man he ever heard 
with such pleasure. But, strange to relate, just as 
the schoolroom fever came about, Mr. Gripple, at that 
very self-same time, began to feel that there was not 
that power and fervor in the sermons of the Rev. Mr. 
Evei^ood (his pastor) as in the days of the past, sO" 
of course he did not go to Striving-square quite so fre- 
quently as formerly, — went now and then to a little 
Chapelin Humble-place, sometimes to Church, and then 
would be out of town for a Simday, till last of all, 
beloved, he was seen no more ! ! He did not wish to 
say ioJiat was the cause of his retirement from the con- 
gregation in Striving-square — ^he had his reasons — ^he 
was no enemy to the cause, yet he was often seen 
talking to a base fellow who was a very hlaek heart I 
and would like to put the cause <mi of being. 

Old Mrs. Pillyvincks says it is only his meanness ; 
it's just because he did not want to give anything to 
the new schoolroom. She says its just like him. She 
calls him a mean old nipper ^ and says he would not 
support his own children if he could prevent it. You 
should hear her go on about him ; and I have heard 
before, beloved, that he is very oIom, and yet you 



138 Ths Humobotts Pabsoh. 

knoir he has plenty; £5 wovld have passed him 
off as a right Kberal soul. But no, he would rather go 
eaeakiiig about from one congregation to another, or 
star at home and waste the Sabbath, than he would 
part from his gold. It would not be so bad if ho 
wottld state the real cause of his leaving the congre- 
gati<»i in Striving-square. If he would say right ont 
like a man, " Well, I shan't give anything towaris 
the ne w eehoohoom ; and I shan't come to the serricee 
«ttT more, because if I did I should be expected to 
vVtttributey" that would be manly ; but to go off and 
t;j^ tt all to the parson, beloved, is too bad. 

Tb?e« shrivel-hearted professors are not particularly 
cir^thftd oar they would not blame an innocent person. 
>^^ K. C Gripple's heart is a very poor one, you may 
V *uwv He suffers from the golden canker, a well- 
kxK^wu h^«ri disease, which dries and shrivels all the 
9v>t> ^HMTt^ oi the heart and leaves it ultimat^y like a 
9»^>^t «Mi^ m^t^adof alarge and fleshy heart. This 
«vUM^ \i fe» » w» produces money on the brain and an 
N'^^H^I^^w^Mt Wf ^ eorgan to gt€. 

\ \k\\^ ^^^^m vamf people in my time who sufEered 
vkiv^ vh<^ 4MMN# di$M8* predsely. It's a dreadful 
y\^|)Jtt^)^V ^^ V%)Am^ knoim more among the rich 
liK^vu u\v^ ^s^\ v^ ^ UM^ be that if s more nottcwhle 
v^^vsM^ wNvx v^« I Kati^ seen many oanied of witb 
vv, vv^v^vv vh^^«^ Wt^^ it comee cm them they begin 
N\* »\vnNV* ^ uMM^^^ Wt^v namely, a love <rf wealth, 
i ^ \\A H^s^ ^''^ ^j^ ^ ^^ u^ 1^ ^ ^^ TTorthy 
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of their consideratioii. They get under tlie impres- 
sion that they shall come to want ; think that they 
may yet die in a workhouse ; and when anyone asks 
them for a little for the destitute, or some good cause> 
they come to the conclusion that you mean robbing 
them, and no matter how intimate you were before, 
they will fight shy of you after your appeal. 

There was a man a member of the Church over 
which my dear brother, the Eev. Porter Vainman, 
presided. This man was converted by the preaching 
of Mr. Yainman, and used to attend his cottage prayer 
meetings and pray delightfully. AU the friends were 
surprised at the gift the man had in addressing God, 
beloved. He went on very nicely indeed for a time, 
and his wife and children were all in attendance. 
The children went to the Sunday school, and the 
husband and wife were often at the service in the 
week, held on Wednesday evenings — ^the same night, 
beloved, that our own meetings are held. Well, there 
was something to be done to the Church — cleaning or 
making some alterations, something which needed 
pioney. It was not a Parish Church that this man 
was asked to give some small sum to to help carry out 
the work ; but in a Sunday or two his place was vacant. 
Uy friend Yainman went to see him and told him 
how sad it was for him not to be in his place on the 
Lord's-^ay. He asked him what was the cause of 
his absence. The man said he did not know. He, 
however, promised to attend more regularly, but 
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know he has plenty ; £6 would have passed him 
off as a right liberal soul. But no, he would rather go 
sneaking about from one congregation to another, or 
stay at home and waste the Sabbath, than he would 
part from his gold. It would not be so bad if he 
would stafce the real cause of his leaving the congre- 
gation in Striying-square. If he would say right out 
like a man, *' WeU, I shan't give anything towaztis 
the new schooboom ; and I shan't come to the serriceB 
any more, because if I did I should be expected to 
contribute," that would be manly ; but to go off and 
lay it all to the parson, beloved, is too bad. 

These shrivel-hearted professors are not particularly 
truthful or they would not blame an innocent person. 
Mr. B. C. Cripple's heart is a very poor one, you may 
be sure. He suffers from the golden canker, a well- 
known heart disease, which dries and shrivels all the 
soft parts of the heart and leaves it ultimat^y like a 
small stone, instead of a large and fleshy heart. This 
dame disease produces money on the brain and an 
enlargement of the organ to get, 

I have seen many people in my time who suffered 
with the same disease precisely. It's a dreadful 
<K]implaint, and perhaps known more among the ridi 
than the poor, or it may be that if s more noticeable 
aimong the rich. I have seen many carried of witii 
it, poor things. When it comes on them they begin 
to foster an unnatural love, namdy, a love of wealth, 
and look upon men and all else in life as not worthy 
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of their consideration. They get under the impres* 
sion tliat they shall come to want ; think that they 
may yet die in a workhouse ; and when anyone aflks 
them for a little for the destitute, or some good cause* 
they come to the conclusion that you mean robbing 
th^QCLy and no matter how intimate you were before, 
they will fight shy of you after your appeal. 

There was a man a member of the Church over 

which my dear brother, the Bey. Porter Yainman, 

presided. This man was converted by the preaching 

of Jk&. Yainman, and used to attend his cottage prayer 

meetings and pray delightfully. All the friends were 

surprised at the gift the man had in addressing God, 

beloved. He went on very nicely indeed for a time, 

and his wife and children were all in attendance. 

The children went to the Sunday school, and the 

husband and wife were often at the service in the 

week, held on Wednesday evenings — ^the same night, 

beloved, that our own meetings are held. Well, there 

was something to be done to the Church — cleaning or 

making some alterations, something which needed 

^oney. It was not a Parish Church that this man 

wa& asked to give some small sum to to help carry out 

the work ; but in a Sunday or two his place was vacant. 

My friend Yainman went to see him and told him 

how sad it was for him not to be in his place on the 

Lord's-day. He asked him what was the cause of 

his absence. The man said he did not know. He, 

however, promised to attend more regularly, but 
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know he liaa plenty; £6 -would^ / 
off as a right liberal 80ul. But afg' :' 
eneaking about from one oongf ^ y ' 
etay at home and waste the ^i f f 

part from his gold. It w,'// ■' need wish to 

■would state the real «iu9<: / .' ! ■ very well in A& 
gation in Striring-squa-// ' ' aian had better be as 
like a man, "Well, I.',- / ^iicel than get the goMen 
the new schoolroom ■ ,' / ore ie no cure for Mr. GiipsU 
any more, because i*ers. I know what would cure 
contribute," tha+ can't persuade thorn to take it,— 
lay it all to thf j,e weekly envdopes. Take one a 
Theaeahri' ^ c'hurek), also take a few of the Eev. 
truthful or , (facts; one calledtheGoldenQoapel is very 
Mr. E. ,.'■'" i^ea canker disease, shriveled heart, and 
be sure. ,.'■" |]ie brain. But then they wiU not take these 
Imowr^'/ Ho, they foolishly think they are better 
soft ' /^ ^. If they were once cured of the disease 
sma" »*^iild never desire to be a victim again. 
fltH ili'^ ^u, they have no peaoe in their lives. I have 
ei ^ gocje of them, for the value of sixpence, look 
'*\,ost mean and miserable of all created beings, 
A a» our old grave-digger says, lousy for the sake 
. g penny 1 

T should think, beloved, that our old sexton's heart 
. jjj^ enongh to make a hundred such as Mr. Qripple's. 
ijliese people will never own that they have got the 
«ellow distemper (for that is what many Churchmen 
^ it). No, no ; they give away as much as other 
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lb, 



^ " don't make so much talk about it ; 

*\^ ^umpet like some they know ; they 

, ^V ^heygive!!! They give what 

<• .. Queen should do no more. 

■•'<•■ plain, a set of liars ! because 

^ ^.' "^^ ^ qU they do not g^ve a penny- 

H- jr anything. They will see that they 

*Vi X all they give, which is not giving at all. 

.d were a concert for the benefit of the 
uLdTch Funds, or the Pastoral Aid Society, they 
would go into the back seats, or privately beg a ticket 
or pop in late when the money-taker was paying at- 
tention to what was going on. These mean, lousy, 
contemptible fellows are not worth a penny a day. 
They will borrow pence of you and forget to pay them 
back. They will smoke your cigars, use your tobacco' 
and drink with you, but you wiU never find them 
offering to pay for anything, not so much as a toll 
gate. They are so awful mean. I would not be a 
cat belonging to one of them. I should expect to be 
transparent if I were. 

I have heard of one of those charming specimens 
of humanity ordering his tailor to make his clothes 
to fit tighter so that he should eat all the less dinner, 
the fool ! — stand and mouthe for twenty minutes to 
buy an article sixpence cheaper — walks five miles to 
his home to save threepence, and is worth thousands 
of pounds — wears his things till they are only fit for 
rags. Mean — narrow — small — ^little — a thing, and 
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not a man ! — ^brimful of covetousneBs — ^self— self — 

self. ** Everyone for myself," said the man froni 

Ireland — that's what all these metal worshippers say. 

Self ! self ! ! self ! ! ! They want full measure for 

their money, and g^eat bargains ! The poor and the 

fatherless are nothing to them, they have no right to 

be poor, and if they are poor, they ceuinot keep all 

the poor, enough to keep themselves. They have 

plenty of calls on them, though they say nothing 

about them, they don't. If ever, by mistake, one of 

them should be beguiled to give to any one of the 

ten thousand good works in the world, he begs that 

it might not be once named among you. Why, "why 

for fear you should tell some one that would send 

someone else ? He has no wish to repeat the 

munificence ; he sacrifices the honour of giving to the 

fear of being called on a second time — a poor skinny 

mortal ! One of our Sunday School children told 

me, beloved, that one of these mean people was going 

down Needham Street, the other day, and a blind 

man and his wife were singing a hymn — that hymn 

<' Come to JTesus, come to Jesus, 
Just now!** 

and a little girl who was begging for them saw a 

rich man, and went up to him and asked an alms of 

him, and he opened his heart and gave the little 

beggar girl a half-penny ; when the girl got back to 

the blind man and his wife they still went on singing 

to the well-known tune of 
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« Come to Jesus ! 
Come to Jesns ! 
What's he gen jerP 
What's he gen jer ? 
The girl anawering — 
Oney apen j ; 
Oney apemy ; 
Skinchy beggar ! 
Skinchy beggar ! " 
Amen. 

Now I must tell you tliat this mean disposition is 
contrary to the fulness of the gospel and the teachings 
of the true Church. If a man did indeed live on the 
gospel, he would grow fat. There is nothing in the 
teachings of the divine record to warrant a person 
being stingy — quite the reverse— everything to con- 
demn it. The Scriptures teach finigality, but not 
meanness — ^not the bowing down to gold. The 
blessed Word of God don't breed the gold canker 
and money on the brain. No, the Queen of Truth 
sends her sword right into the heart of covetousness ! 
James the divine, beloved, dresses these gold-canker- 
ised people in coats of red-hot metal, and tells them 
it will eat them as doth a canker. Let them get 
their coats off if they can. A miser's hell will be 
made of his gold melted down into a hot-bath. Let 
him take care, and all who have the money fever, else 

ihey will find themselves — ^whence they cannot return ! 

'*Let your generosity 
Be part of your theology, 
OIto without pomposily, 
Exciting curiosity." 

Beoommended to the great and well-known tribe 
of Screws ! ! ! H. P. 
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XIX. 

TENDER rEELINQS! 




Y gentle adinirers; I am about to address you 
on a subject of a tender kind — tbe tender 
feelings of a vast host of our dear friends. 
I am aware of the delicacy of tbe subject^ for there is 
just a danger of paining some of the tender feelings 
belonging to the people of whom we are about to 
speak. 

The glass case which surrounds these susceptible 
creatures is the thinest and most brittle ever blown I 
The gentlest breeze which floats in the golden sky of 
a summer's eve is likely to be distressing to the tender 
feelings of this tender tribe. A word often cuts 
them to the very heart — albeit that word was meant 
for some one at the world's end. A look sends them 
home heart-broken. ** He looked at me and never 
smiled ; I shall never hold up my head again." The 
susceptibility of these lambs of the fold to be hurt, 
to be wounded and grieved, is something surprising. 
Their feelings are as sensitive as the sensitive plants 
and all the organs of sense, the power to per- 
ceive, the capacity to receive acute pain, are fully 
alive ! Indeed, they appear to an impartial observer 
to be on the look out for injuries, glad to be made 
martyrs, willing to suffer, if by any means they can 
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liave someT^hat against jou, beloyed. They are always 
tligUed — ^fxeated with disrespect— did not receive the 
attention they ought — ^went home quite upset — 
never wslb hurt so much in their lives — should not 
liave thought it of them — ^never mind, they can hear 
it — not^the first time they have been wounded — 
people don't seem to study other people feelings, 
they don't. 

There is Mrs. Fumbleword and her daughters 
that sit on my right near the reading desk, beloved. 
That old lady is always in hot water. Somebody has 
Baid' some unkind word about one of her daughters 
and sbe will not go under the scandal — ^she 
is determined to bottom it — her dear child shall 
not have such a slur thrown on her character, and 
she, her mother, not speak ! No, indeed ; she will 
bring Mrs. Quiet's washerwoman face to face with 
Jane Brimstone's sister, and make them both prove 
their words. Mrs. Fumbleword and her daughters 
have not been to Church for seven Sundays, and they 
told one of the churchwardens that they would never 
come to the place again until it was cleared up ! ! ! 
If they had been well off it would not have been said 
about them ; but never mind, perhaps they gave as 
much to the Church as some that make such a show. 
The old lady was heard to say to her d^ar children, 
** Ah, my dears, if you could pay as well as them 
Miss Tittletraps, nasty marms ! you would be noticed 
more ;. but because you are poor, my dears, and your 
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poor dear father is dead, -we are slighted in^this way. 
I feel it very much, and I am sure I cannot go to 
Church any more. Go there to he looked at and 
pointed at ? no, my dears, we will hear it. I know- 
it is very hcu:d for you, but never mind, it will come 

home to them ; we may be better off some day J* 

And the beauty of it was, beloved, that I came in 
for a share of the old lady's tongue, "Yes," die 
says, " and our minister ought to be ashamed of him- 
self that he don't turn them out of the Church. K 
a poor person had said half as much about anyone 
as them Miss Tittletrap's have said about my dear 
children they would have been put out long ago. I 
spoke to him the other day as I met him near the 
vicarage and he did answer me so sharp ! it quite 
upset me, and when I got home I had a good cry." 

Now, are not these tender creatures? I would to 
God that their tongues were tender. They open their 
hearts for the arrow and then mag £pom morning till 
night that they are wounded. 

I will just tell you what happened to myself. A 
youth of about seventeen years of age came to my 
house and wished me to write him a recommendation 
io the Head Master of the High School, so I said to 
the young gentleman, "You refer them to me, 
and I will write you a good charater — one that will 
get you the preferment." " Thank you, sir," he said, 
and that it was not wise to carry a written recommen- 
-dation, as people might think that he had written it 
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himself, and we both laughed. I said, "yoa refer 
them to mei and it will be all right." 

Well now, if that jonng gentleman did not go 
home and tell his mother that the minister said, ''No, 
I win not write you a recommendation ; people will 
think you forged it." " WeU," said his father, " if 
that's the opinion he has of you, we will never go to 
the Church again." And the mother told me the 
other day that they had all been heart-broken ever 
since, and could not rest I I told her that she and 
her husband and the son 'and all were very foolish, 
that I had only acted like a gentleman to the youth, 
and advised him the best I knew how, and if they 
were so silly to take offence when none was intended 
they must be offended, and the old girl, beloved, 
began to mouthe me in the streets, so that I was glad 
to get away from her, stupid woman ; and there was 
another thing she Wanted to say, but I said I could'nt 
stay any longer with her, so I waved her off and 
came away ! 

. Just like them Pluckbirds, you remember, my 
beloved, that family that used to sit where old fanner 
Jones sits, they left off coming to Church because I 
did not go down and shake hands with the young 
ladies every Sunday. They told me once half in 
tears that they had been to Church for three Simday and 
I had not noticed them, that I had even passed them 
to speak to someone else and had not spoken to them. 
What had they done ? It made them so unhappy that 
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one of the girls could get no deep for two nigbtfiH- 
their old Miniflter was so different, and they felt it so 
much — the Minister must haye something against 
them to treat them like that, that was certain. 

Do jou know that these tender-skinned ones make 
me so disgusted sometimes, that I feel inclined to 
preach right at them, but of course I cannot do thai 
because they hare absented themselves, pretty 
beauties ! I have a great love for them, you may 
depend. A man like me with a large Church full of 
people needs to have fifty flat irons all going at once 
to smooth down the ruffled feelings of the worshippers. 
I ought to carry round with me in my visits some of 
the American now Eectifying Plasters, to clap on when 
the tender ones have received offence. A few bottles 
of Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup would be higUy 
useful among many of the tender-hearted. Bless 
their precious souls ; they always have a nail in lieir 
boot ; something always scratches them ; they alwajs 
have some business in court; some matter to prove; 
someone has insulted them ; someone slighted tbem i 
they can see they are not wcmted ; other people can 
be made a fuss with ; they should not have mindedii 
the compliment had been passed ; they could not have 
gone, still they might have been asked. It takes m^ 
half my time to poor oil on the troubled waters; 
there was my Churchwarden took offence last Sunday* 
because the Pew-opener put a young man in his pew 
who winked at his eldest daughter. Then the Pe^' 
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opener said if die could not luiye the liberty to put 
in who she liked after the serrice began, without going 
to whisper for permission, she should give up, and 
we might find someone else. So I should think we 
eball neither have Churchwarden nor Pew-opener at 
Church for sometime, but I will get our Brother Erer- 
onile to go and see them, and hehadbetter take a smooth- 
ing iron, a plaster, and a bottle of syrup with him ! 
Some of these delicate creatures have such long 
tongues; they preach how cruelly they have been 
served, everybody turns their backs on them ; they 
could say plenty if they liked, but no, they would 
rather suffer than make any unpleasantness. There 
was a Free Church Minister over in Scotland, who 
wore rather long bands, and one of these tender 
feeling persons went into the vestiy to speak to the 
Minister — ^it was a sister saint, beloved ; she told him 
she had attended his Church for a long time and she 
should be very loath to leave it, but she had some- 
tiimg on her mind, and it troubled her — she could 
not sleep at nights for it, it was before her when- 
ever she came to worship, she did not like to name it 
to him, she hoped he would not be offended. " Well, 
well,'' said the Minister, ** tell me what it is and if I 
Can help you I will. '*Well, sir," she said, "I, I, 
cannot bear to see your bands so long, they are three 
inches longer than all the rest of the Scotch Ministers^ 
and it makes me so unhappy, I have no peace." The 
Minister handed her a pair of scissors which he kept 
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on a little shelf to cat hisnails. ''Thmr/'Baidhe/'now, 
just cut them to your liking." *^ Oh, sir, you are 
Tery kind I am sure, may I cut them?" "0 
certainly, cut away." And she cut them down to her 
own length, and gave the scissors back to the 
Minister. '* Now," said he, ''I have something on 
my mind, which troubles me." " Indeed, Sir," said 
this tender creature. ** Yes," said he, '* it makes me 
feel very miserable." " Pray tell me, sir," said she, 
and if I can help you I will." " Well," said he, 
looking very black at her, * * I think your tongue is too 
long, and I should like to cut a piece oflP, its longer 
than any tongue I have ever met in this land before. 
She left the Vestry ! ! ! 

There's a good many that want their tongues 
clipping ! ! ! the tender-hearted lambs, they do ! 
I have met a few in my time that I should lit^ 
to have operated upon. Any clergyman that «wi 
please everybody is a wonderful man. People WJW^ 
so much nursing that it becomes quite labwow* 
I can assure you, for no sooner do 7^^ 
make Mr. A. all right than Mr. B. is all WK^- 
You get back to Qhurch Miss Manders, and oS, g(^ 
Peter Stamtity. One might have nothing else to do 
but put the crooked things straight, and smooth the 
rough places. 

If people are so absurdly ridiculous to be oon* 
stantly plxmging themselves into hot water, they 
must certainly remain their and scald. I have oOfi^ 
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floalded myself in trying to ptdl them out. So I 
you not to take too much care of these tender-breasted 
people, its impossible to keep them in good time ; if 
they are pleased in the morning, they will be offended 
at nighty no dependence to be placed in them — ^when 
you think to make them laugh, you wound them to 
l^e quick, they are so hurt; if you speak, you offend, 
and if you do not speak, they are passed by and 
slighted. 

Such babyism in men and women is sickly. 
Weak-minded — ^narrow-minded — ^little-minded — evil- 
minded — kitten-minded — no -minded people — not 
worth tbe slightest notice in the world, they do not 
exhibit the splendour of divine grace, nor show out 
the greatness of the religion of Jesus Christ. If 
they possessed the fruits of the Spirit they would be 
^igg^^ nien and women — ^rise above the little paltry 
squibbles; in which we ever find them, and stand 
with the great and faithful — ^they would once and 
for ever shun the little tribes, or rather the great 
tribe of little people, with no brains and big 
tongues. 

Some of these tender dears will be sure to see this 
short sermon in print, and I'll be bound they will be 
quite hurt when they read it, for they are sure to 
come to the conclusion that they are the brainless 
people meant. Think what a joke it will be, beloved, it 
some of them come to me and want to know if I 
meant them, for they have been unhappy eyer r 

H 
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they read the sermon — oould not rest tOl they came to 
see me. Wlien I was a boy I learnt to say 
" 1*11 not easily offend. 
Nor be easily offended, 
Wliai's amiss t*ll striTe to mend 
And endure what can't be mended.*' 

I hope to see you here at our next seryice, belo^ei* 




THE EIGHT THING, BUT THE WBONG TIME. 

BELIGIOUS barber said to a customer whom 
he had well prepared for shaving with seapy 
face yid uplifted chin, and razor in his 
hand, ready for operation, '^Now, Sir, are you ready 
to die." '^Diel no, confound the fellow! what do 
you mean, are you going to murder me ? " This bajv 
ber put a proper question, but at an improper, time^ 
a$^d so it became worse than useless. 

In music, time is evezything : and tune is of vast 
importance in a thousand things besides musie. He 
who goes, to the train one minute after it has left 
the station, m^ht as well haye stayed at home« He 
who stiikes when th^ nail is not there, canH driye it. 
Two men can push the boat off the shore, but the 
second man always manages to get there fiye minutes 
after the other has left, so the boat sticks in the mud. 
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Think, beloved, of that Dr. of Divinity who preached 
a harvest sermon on Christmas day ; and the man 
who preached a sermon to sinners when there was 
only twenty-five Christian people present. Some 
people talk solemnities at a weddings and others will 
talk fun at a funeral. My friend went for his rent 
the day after the people had cleared out. Some 
folks alway go too soon or too late ; when they fire, 
they either go under them or over them or besides 
them. They have only one lucifer and they strike it 
to light the gas before it is turned on at the main, — 
you know the result ! 

Mrs. Titrats poured the boiling water in her teapot, 
but quite forgot to put the tea in ; and at another 
time put the tea in and the water too, but a long 
time before the water boiled, and then could not 
understand for the life of her why the tea was so 
weak ! Slowford Gates, the farmer, had a splendid 
shot at a wild duck, but he could not get his g^n to 
go off — he had omitted the powder! and then when 
he did load his gun not a duck was to be seen. 

I was once travelling in a railway carriage one hot 
day in July, and an old woman came in with a warm- 
ing-pan tied up in a white pocket handkerchief. 
Big fires in summer and empty grates in winter don't 
seem just the right kind of thing. Time ! time ! ! 
time ! ! ! He who sits up all night and snores in the 
noon-day sun is breaking nature's laws. When the 
piano is in the house the young ladies will not play 
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it, but when papa sells it they cry their eyes out 
because they haven't one to play. When the mouse 
is there the siUy old cat is away, and when the cat is 
there the mouse don't come. The parish finds a 
coffin for a woman who was starved to death in her 
own house. The police officer always watches the 
house on the nights the thieves are absent! Aad 
when the Eev. Mr. Charles Gnmdy Missmaxk 
preached that famous discourse on selfishness, the 
most selfish member of his congregation, for whom it 
was prepared and delivered, was at home with the 
toothache ! 

When we have something nice for dinner nobody 
comes ; but if we have an all-sort pie, made of bones 
and odds and ends, someone is sure to drop in. It is 
a lovely dress, but you must save it for the summer, 
A lady made her servant put the clothes in soak on 
Sunday morning ready for Monday's wash, and the 
servant gave notice to go in a month ! Jane Tongueit 
always blows her husband up sky-high when he is 
dead drunk, but thinks it extremely wise on her part 
not to scold him when he is not inebriated. She 
might as well go and preach to the pump, and would 
not be in such danger of getting her head broken. 

A man went to borrow £10 of Mr. 0. Nipj)ing 
just as that gentleman was going to bed. Mr. Nipping 
could not oblige him ; the fact was he was too tired to 
be bothered. My wife sometimes wants a new dress or 
the money to get one with when I am in a big ill-temper. 
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She has to wait ! Learn to strike when the iron is 

hot. Make hay while the sun shines; and don't 

mow on a rainy day ! Lady Lawrance cannot eat a 

\At of sapper till it is all deared away, then she 

think she oonld fancy a little. What a host of these 

miBS-ihe"-niaxk people there are in the world. They 

are always out of place. Good people doing right 

things, but doing them at the vezy worst possible 

iixne, and so fail. They hare heaps of ability, but 

are sueh wretdbiedly bad timeists. What should be 

done in June they do in November. Qo waLking in 

ihB rain, and shut themselves up when the sun 

is out. They drive their nails in the sand. Sow 

their seeds on the rock ; and begin to try and save a 

few pounds when they are bankrupts. Always miss 

it, just too late ! One minute sooner would have done 

it. He keeps his engagement according to appoint- 

ment, but made a mistake in the day, so went the 

day after, and lost the situation. These people want 

lessons on time. The art of doing the right thing at 

the time is one of the^iM arts, and one of the finest 

arts in the world too. Solomon was right enough, 

'^ There is a time to speak and a time to be silent, a 

iioie to act and a time to be still.'' Some always 

speak when they should hold their tongues, and 

others always hold their tongue when they should 

speak. They miss their opportunity ; let the day of 

grace go by j try to catch the coach when its a quarter 

of a mile ahead of them. These farmers don't sow till 
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sowing seafloiL is over ; and if they get a harvest, they 
cut it a month too early or a nunxth too late, or «l8e 
get it wet. Sure to be out of the mark. The oows 
giro good xnSk, but the fanner's wife is sure to spoil 
it by putting it in dirty and sour tins. People wiio 
are always and ever out of time — too late or too soon. 
Getting on no better tiban that young num next ^r 
to nsy who is trying to play the piano and strike? 
every note like the solemn tolling of a belL 

Is it not painful to remember it. There are hosts oi 
people who are brimful of skill, have plenty of brtfaiSr 
much that is clever, and yet are always going to the 
dogs as poor rats. Why? Not because they are fookr 
but because they open their mouths when the dbany 
is not there and shut it when it is. They always go 
to the bank just after it closes ; and send for th» 
doctor when its too late. These miss-the-mark folks 
would slice a carbuncle a week too soon and kill'^he 
patient. They gather the apples before they ^^' 
ripe; and let the plums hang till they are rotten- 
They do not comprehend taking their opportuoi^y- 
They appear to be under the impression that all t^^ 
is the same. They know nothing of aim and wait, 
or watch, and strike while the iron is hot. They strik® 
plenty, but its when the iron is not there. To do a rigkt 
thing at a right time would be almost as wonderful fov 
such people as it would for angels to become soldi©'*' 
They are always out of the fun ; when the good thing* 
are about they are^ot present. Thousands go thr(>ikg^' 
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life thns ever miBsing their way. They reaoh to take 
the golden bowl when it is not there, and when it is 
near them they mind it not. Of conrBe, they are in 
poyerty ; hard np ; in trouble ; oar'nt pay the rent ; 
nerer a penny above a begger. And yet many of 
thorn are weU tanght in many things ; but do not 
know their seasons — ^no idea of time. 

It is not, belovedy how much you know, but how 
much you can make good luse of. The season is 
everyliiing. A word in season, how' good it is ; and 
whtst a fire a word out of season will sometimes 
kindle. A right act performed at an improper time 
is frequently ruin. You would not admire a picture 
when you were sleeping ; nor a good meal when you 
had no appetite. The bed has no charms to the 
wakeful; but is a flowery bed of ease to the man who 
has toiled from early mom till night. 

Watch it ! watch it ! Lift your gun when you see 
a bird, take aim. Look before you leap, and don't 
leap when there is no need, but do when there is, 
else you will go into the ditch. 

I har^e heard of divines who take the bread and 
wine to dying people and some of them die with it 
in their mouths. That's not the time of day to take 
the Lord's Supper, especially for the first time. 
There are not many sinners who repent when they are 
dying. 

If the devil and sin has had the best of the 
apple, the Lord seems to say, '* Let them have the 
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T66t." There 10 e^ time for eyerjihisig under the sun. 

Mind it, beloyed. 

<< Take it im the niek of time, 
Then iti thine/' 



THE BEST GOODS IN THE WINDOW!!! 

A 8ZRM0H DELIYEEED ON MONDAY EYENINO; BSOSMBSK 
25, 1871, BY THE HTTMOBOUS FABSON, DT ALL SAINTS' 
CHUBOH. 

** Behold, when we come into the land, then ehalt bind this line of 
scarlet thread in the window which thou didst let ns down by : 
and thou ahalt bring thy feither, and thy mother, and thy 
brethren, and all thy fatner's household, home unto thee." — 
Jdthfta ii. 18. 

8BAEL had been forty years in the wiMemess, 




had seen many wonderfiil tokens of JehoTah's 
power, had witnessed the fulfilment of Hh 
promises, and the manifestation of His goodness, 
had now oome to the end of their journey, whieh had 
been long and attended with many miseries, {bui 
which mi0eries were the fruit of their wicked unbelief. 
All the mighty tribes passed over — ^the youngest, tilie 
weakest, the fiedntest — ^not one was left behind ; they 
all crossed the Jordan while God held up the waters 
on the one side and let them run away on the other. 
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But before this, Jofihua had sent two men to learn the 
«tate of Jericho's walls and gates, and they put up 
at an inn where Bahab was the mistress of the house, 
who, on learning that the king of Jericho had know- 
ledge of these men being within his dtyy took great 
<iBxe of them, and hid them on the top of her house, 
eoYering them over with stalks of flax. 

l^ow you ean imagine the king's messengers coming 
to this Bahab — ^men of bold and dignified manner, 

« 

4iiid speaking in a tone of authority, saying, *' Now, 

my good woman, we have heard that two men have 

entered the city, and hayeheardthat they are Hebrews, 

and we also understand that they are in your house. 

Now if you don't give them up at once, it will be a 

serious thing for you and your family, we can assure 

you. So just tell us where the men are, there's a 

dear soul." '* Dear me," said Bahab, "how glad I 

am you have come. Why did you not come sooner ? 

Those men haye been here, and have not been gone 

loag ^ they cannot be far on the road, and if you go 

after them at once you will most certainly overtake 

them," 

So away went the king*s messengers along the 

road to overtake the spies ; and away went Bahab to 

the roof of her house, quite out of breath, to tell the 

men what danger they were in. " Oh," said she, 

''there has been the king's messengers down stairs 

in search of you, and I have sent them on in pursuit. 

I would not have them know you were here for the 
H 2 
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world. So, now, if we bind this scarlet cord in tho^ 
window here you can let youselyes down, and get 
away to the mountains, and hide yourselves till the 
tumult is over and the pursuers have returned. Now 
you lower yourself down first.*' The first man got 
out of the window, and down he went to the bottom 
of the cord, and the second man descended in thd 
same way. Then Eahab looked out of the window 
and said, '* There, you are safe now; away to the 
mountains ; but remember me whelh you come to take 
the land : one good turn deserves another." ** Yes,'* 
said the men, looking up to Eahab, '* if thou wilt 
bind this scarlet thread in the window by which thou 
hast let us down, no harm shall come to you in the 
day when we take the city." 

Eahab promised to use the scarlet thread as directed, 
and the servants of God, for such they were, promised 
to be responsible for her life when Jericho should be 

taken. 

The men returned to Joshua, and Israel surrounded 
the mighty walls of Jericho. The priests, bearlBg: 
the Ark of God (the symbol of Jehovah's presence) 
went round the walls once every *day, blowing their 
ram's horn trumpets. This they did for six days. If 
any of the Canaanites could see from the walls of 
Jericho they would no doubt have thought the priests 
very foolish, and would have said, " What can those 
Hebrews do ? Look at them going round and round, 
blowing their ram's horns ! " But on the seventh day 
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the priests were commanded to go round seren times, 
blowing their ram's horns. When they had thus 
encompassed the city, Joshua said, ** Shout, for the 
Lord win give you this land this day ! " The sound 
of the trumpets was still ringing in the air — ^the 
whole congregation shout — and the massive walls 
hegin to move to and fro ; they rock ; they are being 
raised from their foundations ; it is as if Jehovah's 
crow-bar was at their base. And now they fall down 
with an awful crash. The noise is like ten thousand 
thunders all ringing in the air at once. Bahab's 
house is saved amid the general ruin, and stands as 
a monument to the faithfulness of God towards those 
who believe on His name. The inhabitants of Jericha 
are so disheartened that all their strength is taken 
from them ; they have no heart left and are easily 
taken, and Israel enters the promised land. 

Now here is an agreement between Bahab and the- 
two spies, — a solemn, earnest agreement that she- 
should be saved if she attended to the instructions 
given her by these men, whom she had delivered from 
the king's messengers: the scarlet thread in the- 
window of her house was to be the sign to Israel to 
save her and all in the house alive. 

Jehovah hath also made an agreement with this 
world that whosoever is found sheltering under the 
red banner of the cross of Christ shall be saved. The 
blood-stained banner which is seen floating in the 
Qospel shall be the salvation and protection of every 
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■iimer found biding himaolf beneaili it. The blood- 
Abedding of Jesus k set forth as in figure^ in the 
flcarlot cord, and as these men agreed nHtb Bahab 
that if the same scarlet thread be seen in her window 
when Jericho was taken she should be sa^ed from 
destruction, so the Lord has agreed with mortal man 
that if he be found taking protection under the etofls 
of Jesus, and trusting alone to the blood of Jesos, 
he shall be delirered from condemnation, and his 
sold be sayed. 

It has been in all time God's great cable, by which 
He has communicated the love of His heart to man ; 
and through the scarlet cord has Qod made known 
that He would not only save Babab and her household, 
but would also save the whole world if it was found 
bound round with the scarlet thread. 

The scarlet thread doctrine has been blessedly 
PBOTED a safe shelter to many. We are not at a loss 
for testimonials to the power and safety of Christ's 
atonement. Thousands have passed away from this 
woiid, leaving us the most blessed proofs of thotr 
happy safety. We have been by the bed of the 
dying, and we have heard them say how happy thej 
were ; me haye watched them over the ziyer Death, 
and up the sunny hills of Eternity, until they hove 
been lost in the Glory. Oh jres, we know the safety 
there is in the scarlet cord. 

Ask them in heaven how ikej overcame Satan, 
and they will answer, '' We overcame him by. the 
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blood of fhe Lamb." Tb^ ascribe tbeir oonqnestto 
HisdeaOi. 

So, bdored, ihiB symbol of safety shall be jom» 
and mine ; and wrapped abont -wiih it we shall be 
sayed £rom all alarm and deliyered in the day of 
Jehovah's wrath. 

And now for the last part of my sermon. Where 
was ihe scarlet thread to be put P In the window. 
I am not snre if you will "be satisfied with me giving 
this sermon such a heading as " The best goods in 
the window." I don't know if you will think such 
a subject fair ^m such a text. I know that there 
can be nothing better in the window than the scarlet 
thread; nothing will save us but this. "Why," 
says a man, "wont your prayers and sermons be 
worth something ?" No, not a farthing. " Well," 
BApi another man over there, "I think my prayers 
will be worth something, Sir. I can pray such long 
prayers, why I sometimes can praj for five-and- 
twenly minutes, and when Brother Jonathan and I 
inay, we take up the whole meeting ; we can pray^ 
I con tell you." Well, that chur6h where you are 
members must be greatly blessed to have such men, 
for my oim part I like short prayers^ and earnest. 
But short or long prajers, they are not enough to 
meet God with. Our prayers and repentance are all 
good, but they will not save us. The only thing 
that saves is the blood, the blood, nothing but tiie 
blood of the Son of our Father in heav^. 
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I will now address a few words to pulpits ; I will 
not say to those who stand in them, but to pulpits— 
Hear ye the word of the Lord. O ye pulpits, when 
ye were first set up, it was for the exhibition of the 
scarlet thread ; but 0, ye pulpits, what hare ye done 
with the scarlet thread ? It is no longer seen in the 
hands of those who stand in you. True, ye are net 
all alike ; some still have the scarlet thread there. 
Brethren, might not an angel come and ask many of 
the professed ministers of the gospel, what they had 
done with the scarlet thread ? May ministers and 
churches awake, and preach and believe no gospel 
which is not saturated with the doctrine of the blood 
of our Lord Jesus Ohrist ! In proportion as we stick 
to the old true gospel of Qod, so 'shall we prosper, 
and sinners be saved. Nothing will draw like the 
gospel. Nothing will save like the blood. ^Fh^ 
scarlet thread must be in the windows of our minis- 
try, or men will not care to stop and look ; it is this 
that will charm the eye, and save the soul ; without 
it, we are lost to a man. ye pulpits, exhibit the 
scarlet thread, and men shall come from sin to serr^ 
the living and true God. 

And now a word or two to non-professors, ihose 
who do know the Lord, but who have not professed 
Him. 

Some may say that it will do just as well if ^^ 
scarlet thread be kept private, not make such a Bhovr 
of it, "I like," says one, " to keep my shutters ixp^ 
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as it were." Ah, you would not do that if you kept 
a shop, if you did, not many would come to your 
counter. I will be bound to say that Bahab never 
put the scarlet cord out of her sight ; she would roll 
it up, and lay it before her, so that as soon as she 
heard that the Israelites were in the land, she 
might put it in the window. Be as wise as she was, 
come out brother, sister, teU the wide world what a 
dear Saviour you have found. 

Would you stand by now and hear your brother 
spoken of in ill-terms without speaking ? If you 
were to hear a man telling another maa that John 
Jenkins was a good-for-nothing fellow, would you 
not at once say, ** What do you know about Mr. 
Jenkins ?" Your blood would be too hot to keep 
silence; and yet you mean to keep still, and not 
speak up for the Lord who gave His life for you. 
" Well but," you say, " I do nofknow where to go 
to be a membeo:." Well, I thought there were 
places enough in this town to suit everybody, 
particularly since I came to the town, because we 
suit a class who were not suited before. " Ah, but," 
you say, " I do not like you always." Don't you, 
indeed. Well, I am surprised ; go somewhere 
else. **No," you say, **I do not think I can do 
better." Well, that is what I think too. That's 
right, come in among us, we will give you a right 
good welcome. 

To put this thread in a professional window, will 
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keep the devil off. Now Fll tell you something — 
when you all -want to come to church at onoe^ the 
whole family, and you are afraid to leave the hom^, 
you say, '' There is a gold watch ih the front room, 
and a silver watch in the back room, and the plate is 
in the upper room, and valuables in every room ; 
and I don't like to leave the house to take care of 
itself." Now, I'll tell you what to do, you light the 
gas in the front parlour, and in the front bedroom^ 
and in the top bedroom, and down in the front cellar, 
and in all the back rooms, and in every place in the 
house which has a window. When the thief comes, 
he will look and say, ** There is some one sick in that 
bedroom, and there is some company in that front 
parlour, and some one is getting coals down the 
cellar ; I'll go round to the back." And then he sees 
the lights there, and then he says, ** Why, there is 
somebody all over the house ; there is a light in every 
room." Had the house been in darkness, the thief 
might have entered. Now, I think I deserve some- 
thing for telling you that. Well now, so it is with a 
man who loves Gbd; if he has the light in the 
window, it will keep the devil off, he will be afraid 
to enter ; let him only see the scarlet cord and he 
will begin to tremble : put it in the window then, 
brother. Besides, Satan will say to you, '* You are 
no professor, so you can just do this sin ; the minister 
won't say anything to you ; the deacons will not 
notice you, because you have made no profession, you 
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know/' And you will the sooner be tempted to give 

in to the devil, and your eliop-matee will Bay, ** What 

a solid old chap Tom is. Tom, do you go to church ? 

Are you turned ' ranter ' ? Who is your parson ? " 

And sometimes they may utter words which you do 

not like to hear. They don't know who you are or 

what you are, if they did they would respect you, and 

say, '* He is a member of such a place, and one of 

the principal men. Don't say any bad words now, 

here is old Tom coming ; he is a professor." You 

will get on best by having the right thing in the 

window. Let them know who you are, and whom 

you serve. It will help you to speak up for the Lord ; 

but now you can't say bow to a goose. 

All men keep shop, if they don't all live on the 
profit ; and men generally exhibit in the window the 
goods they like best. A wicked man will have it in his 
face that he is living a profane life ; it will be seen in 
his eyes, written on his lips, stamped on his nose, — ^his 
whole coimtenance will show the kind of goods he deals 
in. An immoral life creates an immoral countenance; 
and base, low, swearing men generally say what they 
are when they look you in the face. Their very 
dress and behaviour tell what goods they prefer. It 
seems to be the order of Heaven, that if men are 
bad and base, to hang a lantern before them, by 
which you see written on their brow, '* Behold, a 
vagabond and a sinner." Yes, wicked men are 
obliged to have exposed in the window their character. 
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Lot ua put in the mndow of our liyes a dignified 
humiliiy. It is well for the saint to be humble ; bnt 
let our humiliiy be of that kind whioh haa a 
nobiliiy in it. We want a humility oommensurate 
with the glorionB Gospel. 




xxn. 

TAUNTING ADYICE. 

A 8EBM0N FOE SAHTTS, DELIVEEED TO SINWEBS. 

" Call now, if there be any that will answer Thee."— 7oi 1. 1. 

T is not easy to bear the taunts of unbelief. Ta 
be threatened with present distress or future 
sorrow is vexing. Those persons who lay their 
icy hands on eveiy object of promise shall be pain- 
fully rewarded. The cry of '<Wolf, wolf," is 
frequently raised when no wolf is near, you'll see— 
you'll find it out — mark my words. There is a set of 
people who go about doubting everything ; they try 
to throw their withering blight on all that is beautiful 
and good ; they cast a dark shadow wherever they 
go. These men — ^men of this turn of mind — ^would 
blast the most sunny prospect, and scatter their 
mildew if it were possible in the Paradise of God. 
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" Call now," say they, " If there be any that 'will 
answer Thee." Ton have been cared for, you have 
been proteoted and bleseed. But that day has gone. 
It is not with you as it used to be. Call now, if there 
be any that will answer Thee. You have not a 
friend in the world ; your own wife has turned against 
yoxi, and to which of the saints wilt thou turn." 
Xou can hear Job saying, '* As for my wife she is a 
fool ; she talks as one of the foolish women." 

I shall here observe that the man of Gk>d is some- 
times inclined to believe that he is in a hopeless 
condition, and that all his cries for deliverance will 
be in vain. *' Call now, call now, if there be any 
that will answer thee ; and to which of the saint» 
wHt thou turn." Is it not a wonderfal thing that the 
man of Orod who rises so high into the gloiy and 
Iiappiness of the religion of Christ should sink so 
low into the darkness of unbelief and to the borders 
of despair ? He who enjoys so much of the presence 
of God should fear he is not a man of God. But so 
it is, many godly men are thus tried and tempted, 
beloved. 

He who gets so low fears the past is all a delusion ; 
his prayers so earnest and frequent, which were 
presented while his soul was filled with agony, all a 
delusion ; his scalding tears which wet his cheek 
while his heart was repenting, all a delusion; his^ 
bright and brilliant faith, which has looked through 
life's blackest clouds and lighted his soul in the night 
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of sadness, all a delusion ; his joys which have filled 
his breast with the most tender and Divine feelings, 
all a delusion ; times of worship, when he sprec^ his 
soul out before the Lord, pra3redy praised, regoieed, 
and adored his God, all a delusion. He sees notiiiBg 
in Represent to oheer him or to change his rnhvi; 
he fears the words of our text is true in his cass^ 
** Call now, if there be any that wiU answer Thea'* 

I hear but seem to hear in Tain, 

Iiuenaible as steel ; 
If aught is felt *tis only pain 

To find I cannot feel. 

The Fcbst call I will meike is on our remembrance ; 
I will not stop long here, as I hare several other 
calls to make. We know what we remember. 

I remember that I was troubled about m j siaa ; 
they became a burden to me, such as I knew not how 
to bear; I cried to God. Oh, 1 remember it dis'- 
tinctly — Satan, do you think I am a fool, that I don't 
know what I remember ? I remember last week, the 
week before that ; I know when my birthday oemes 
round, and I know that I am not what I use to be, 
call it what you please ; I am different, I know thai^ 
and I remember when it first came upon me-'-HDoy 
thoughts, my feelings, my ways are all diflEerei&t 
now« I cannot do as I did. The Lord had brought 
about a transformation, salvation, regeneration^ a 
blessed alteration; I r^nember what I onee was ; 
I know what I now am. There, then, is the fisst 
aaswer to the eall. *^ Gall now, if. there be amy that 
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will answer Thee." I Shall now call on the testimony 
of liidng saints. Ask old Brother Greyhead over 
there if he has ever felt that nobody was troubled 
and tried as he is ? Why you say, Sir, that's just 
what I should like to know, for I feel no one has 
such, trouble, and care, and temptations as / have. 
You see the evil one tries to serve us as some men 
serve their donkies. Have you ever seen a donkey 
on the side of the high road with a long piece of rope 
to his leg, with a large block at the end of it, so the 
poor creature can only go round and round — he is 
confined to the one spot. 

You feel sometimes that no one in this world is 

like you; you are just locked up to that; you cannot 

get away from that barren spot. But go to Brother 

Gfreyhead. "I say, Brother," say you, "Did you 

ever feel that no one in religious matters was ever 

like you ? " " Oh, yes ; my dear brother," says 

(Jreyhead, "I have of ten felt so." '* Well," say you, 

** So have I.'' *' Well, bless the Lord," says the old 

man, " then I am not alone ; " and you say, '* Bless 

the Lord," for you are not alone. What you feel, 

others feel; their experience for the most part is 

yours, and yours theirs. As face answereth to face 

in a glass, so doth the experience of G-od's people the 

one to the other. The Lord has one general way of 

leading His people. "He leads them all in paths 

they have not known ; the blind by a way they knew 

not ; the crooked things are made stiaight for all of 
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tKem, and tlie rougli places plain." But I want to 
pass away from this testimony of living saints, to 
call upon some Bible characters. Oh, say you, that's 
what I want to know. Are there any of those holy 
men of Grod spoken of in His Word that had any 
such temptations as I have ? did they ever do wi'ong.^ 
were they weak-minded ? 

Well then, we will call on Abraham. Abraham, 
you were in your life a very good man ; you believed 
Grod, and it was counted to you for righteousness. 
You were a man of whom the Lord spoke very 
highly. Were you ever tempted to do anything that 
was wrong? **Ah, I was indeed. I did yery 
wickedly at one time. I will tell you how it was.*' 
Do, Abraham, do. *' Well, I was once going down 
to Egypt, and my wife was a very good looking 
woman, and I knew the Egyptians were very fond of 
good looking women, and I feared they would kill 
me for the sake of my wife, don't you see. So I 'said 
to my wife, * Sarah, I am afraid the Egyptians will 
fall in love with you, and kill me that they may have 
you, so you say you are my sister, then they will not 
kill me.' " So she said she was Abraham's sister, 
and it came to pass that Pharoah fell in lOvewith lier, 
and would have taken her to wife, but the Lord 
plagued Pharoah, and Pharoah called Abraham and 
said, ** What is this thou hast done ? Why did .y6u 
not say she was your wife ? See what tfouWe you 
have caused by telling such a lie." So Abraham and 
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his good looMng wife had to pack up and be ofP. 
You see the yery thing he wanted to prevent he 
caused by lying. Well now, Abraham, did the Lord 
save you ? "Oh yes, He saved me just the same, 
bless His name.'' Then there is some hope for me : 
Abraham is a brother of mine. I will not rejoice in 
his lie, but I will in the mercy of God which forgave 
him. '^ Ah," says a brother, ''that is not my case. 
I don't think I should do sOy but I am troubled with 
A hasty temper, and I at times fear there is no one 
like me." Well then, let us call on Moses ; he was 
A meek, kind, gentleman, not soon angry — a very 
loving brother. Let us ask Moses if ever he got into 
a temper. *' Ah," says Moses, " I should think I did. 
The Israelites came to me for water — they were 
Always coming for something. The Lord told me to 
smite the rock ; so I took the rod and smote the rock, 
And r said, *Are we to bring you water from this 
rock, ye rebels ? ' I was out of temper, I can teU 
you. I could have smashed the rock — ^them and all — 
And the Lord shut me out of the Flromised Land 
for it." Did He shut you out of heaven V " Oh 
no \ He was mercifully pleased to look over it and 
save me." Now then, brother, there is your answer : 
call now if way will answer you. See, you are some- 
thing like Moses, and Moses was something like you. 
Ah, my dears, good men are not faultless. 

There's David : a man after Qod's own heart — a 
man in whom the ]Jord delighted ; but oh, what a 
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stain lie bioaght upon his character ! You can hear 
David saying, *^ Don't name it ; don't name it. 
Adultery and murder ! Oh, I don't like to think of 
it, it is 8o black and dreadful." Well, but David, 
did the Lor<f^ver forgive such sin ? ** Oh jes," a&ya 
David, *' He shut my sin out of heaven, but he did 
ifeot shut me out. When the prophet came to me 1 
said, 'I have sinned.' * Nevertheless,' saith the 
prophet, * the Lord has put away thy sin.' " See, 
dbild of God, the rich mercy and mighty grace of the 
Lord to save sueh sinners. May we not hope, after 
such a display of loving kindness, that ws shall be 
saved ? Art thou a great sinner, brother ? — see what 
mercy God hath. I 

Gall now, if there he any that will answer thee. 
The Lord keep us from Da^rid's sin ; but should we 
aia, God ^rajoil 'US DsFvid's aneny. 

WB.imji. »ow €U*L. UPON Job. Job> you were a 
|XA)spesotis man, aiadr a man qI God. The Lord said 
you wefe a p^irfeat man — upright, eschewed evil^ and 
ii9«fedGod« No^ lobyflwish to ask you if there 
were at'at^ tunein yo^ life a season o^trcmble and 
darkiMe» ? ' Didthitigs seem to tum.againaifyonf as 
if f eterythitig waa^geing wrong ? Why I ask is 
because /I atn, T trusty, a man of God. I hope 
I bdicfve in Jesus, but I am so troubled with .the 
cares and sorrowiB of thiBlii^,>'that I sometimes won- 
der if I can be the Lord's, because of my troubles. 
Now Job, let me hear what you say. " WeU then, when 
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I was young the Lord was pleai^ to smile upon me, 
and indeed tor many years I was a great man in the 
Land of Uz ; but there came a day when my sons 
and daughters were eating -and drinking and the 
house was blown down upon them, and they were 
killed on the spot. My sheep and oxen and camels, 
and indeed all that I had, were taken from me, and 
T was smitten with affliction, and what made it worse, 
three of my pretended friends came, as they said, to 
comfort me, but they called me all the hypocrites 
they could think of, at least they tried to make it out 
that I must have done something yery wrong else the 
Lord would not have afflicted me ; and I had a fool 
of a wife, she wanted me to curse God and die, and 
that you know would never do." Well Job, what I 
want to know more particularly is, did the Lord bring 
jou out of this great trial ? "Oh yes ; bless His 
holy name. He brought me out of it, and those 
three gentlemen were rebuked by the Lord The 
Lord said to them, * Te have not spoken the thing 
which is true of Me to my servant Job,' and He 
commanded them to bring a sacrifice and ask me to 
prayior them; so I did, and the Lord forgave them 
their foUy, brought me out of my great trial, and I 
had more sons and daughters, sheep and oxen, and 
lived more than a hundred years after it, and was 
richer in all things than I was before." Now- poor, 
tried, troubled one, have you not a brother in 
Job, a companion in Job ? Dear friend, the same 
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strong hand that delivered Job shall delirer thee— 
trust in BKm, *'Ah," you say, "if He saved Job 
after so much trial and trouble, I do think He will 
also deliver »w." Oh yes, you see you are not alone 
in your affliction. " Call now, if there be any that 
will answer thee ; and to which of the saints wilt 
thou turn." 

But some one is saying to himself, " None of these 
characters touch my case,. Is there, Sir, any one of 
the characters in God's Word who doubted conceming^ 
the person of Christ — as to whether He was the 
Christ or not ? " Why yes, there was John the 
Baptist in prison : he appeared to have some mis- 
givings on the subject, for he sent his disciples to 
know if He were the Christ or not. "You go and 
ask ; mind how you speak, speak politely, say — ^Art 
thou He that should come, or do we look for another.'^ 
Christ sent them back to say, " Tell John that idie 
blind see, the deaf hear, and the dead are raised, and 
the poor have the gospel preached to them." Now, if 
you have these signs of Christ's work in you, the 
answer to your call on John the Baptist shall be a& 
satisfactory to you as the answer of Christ was te 
John. Do you %ee f do you hear ? are you spiritually 
raised &om the dead ? and do you hear the gospel — 
is the gospel preached unto you ? 

But iShere is another person who was very doubfol^ 
After the Lord's death the disciples said to Thomas 
Didymus, *'We have seen the Lord." '<What !" 
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said Tliomas. ''We have seen the Lord." ''Not 

yon," said Thomas. " We have/' said the disciples. 

"Why," said Peter, " think we don't know whether 

we haye seen the Lord or not." " We have, Thomas," 

said Matthew. " I will not belieye it," said Thomas, 

"till I put my hands in the print of the nails, and 

touch the place on His side where the spear went in." 

Eiglit days after that, the Lord made a purpose 

Tisii for the sake of Th(»nas. He appeared in the 

midst of the disciples and said to Thomas, "Beach 

hither thy fingers, and behold my hands, and reach 

hither thy hand and thrust it into my side, and be 

not faithless, but believing.'' Thwi Thomas said 

unto Him, " My Lard and my QodP Jesus said unta 

him, "Because thou hast seen if^thou hast beliered^ 

Blessed are they that have not seen Me and yet hare 

believed." 

Now ye who sometimes fear ye are none of the* 
Lord's because of your imbelief, has not the Lord 
visited you specially ?-— come to see you and bless you ? 
Think He would take so much trouble with you if 
He did not love you ? He saved poor Thomas and» 
He will save you. Gh)d's own chosen disciples, you 
see, weore some of tii^n just as fearful as you are— 
you aire very much as they were, and they were very 
much as you are. 

Call now. So I will, Mr. Eliphaz. And we shall 
still find those in the Word of Gk)d who suffered 
temptatioui and were opjoressed by the power of sza 
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just as we are. We have already seen we are not 
without oompaoions on the road. Bless the Lord 
there is an answer to our call ; we find our own like- 
ness in many of the saints. 

But there is a godly housewife here this morniiig 
who is pestered with the cares of the home circle- 
cooking, cleaning, preparing the children — ''really/ 
says the wife, '' I am pestered to death. I wonder at 
times if I should be so if I was indeed a ChiistiaiL 
I am so tired and bothered, I know not what to do. 
Nobody can be like me, surely. Is there, Sir, any 
one like me ?" Oh yes, my sister, I am afraid your 
denomination is a yery large one. ''Well, but Sff 
is there such a case of any godly woman in the Wod 
of Otd spoken of whom the Saviour sared?" 
Well, you know, there is Martha. The Lord said 
she was cumbered about many things. " Ah," sayfT 
Martha, " I was always full of care about the house, 
it tried me yeiy much, I assure you. Whenever we 
had a few friends I was so worried I did not seem to 
have a minute to live; and when tlo Lord was coming 
to dine with us I used to be in such a bustle that it 
took all my enjoyment away ; and when we had that 
«upper after my brother Lazarus was raised from the 
dead, and Lazarus was one that sat at the table, I 
was so filled with anxiety concerning the supper 
being ready, and wondering if they would like it, 
and if there would be enough, that when it was over 
I felt quite glad ; and my sister Maxy would keep 
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saying — Don't put yourself out so ; take things more 
gentle — and there she would sit reading, or talking 
to the Master. But she took good care that she would 
not do much." You know there are some Marys to 
be found in these days who take precious good care 
fliat they will not stir themselves, beloved. If Martha 
will do the work she may, for Mary will not, depend 
on it. Well, Martha, the Lord saved you I suppose ? 
" Oh, He loved me just the same, you know. He 
said Mary had chosen the better part, and I used to 
think so when I was hard at work and saw her 
sitting doing nothing. But still the dear Lord loved 
me just the same." Now then, you Marthas, here is 
an answer to your call. 

The Lord will not reject us because of our 
infirmities; but He wiU be merciful to our uur 
.righteousness, and will pity us in our weakness. 
Praise his Majesty ! I know many of our dear 
sisters are much troubled a^out the house. They 
could not leave the house if everything was not. in 
order were it ever so. All, the drawers must be stut, 
tod the beds made, and the place made Ijidy be:(ore 
they leave it. ,1 think ii I were in their place 1 
should rmi away and leaVe ^t. phut the r6om up till 
Monday morning, or do, it when I could, but I wotdd 
not be hindered on the Lord's JDay if I^ C9iild help it 
apy way. But some, sisters .could ^not d(^ so ; they 
would be thinking of thJsir untidy, !h6me anji house 
all the service through. , , 
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Well sister, the same Loid -who saved nstor 
Mariha as well as her sister Mary will save jou : so 
je who are teased and troubled with home cares, and 
sometimes deprived of the service in the house of 
Qodf remember that Martha whom Jesus loved (for 
Jesus loved Martha, and her sister, and Lazarus) is Ay 
sister, and was just as much perplexed about house- 
hold a£Pairs as you are ; still she loved Jesus, and to 
do you. 

I will only call upon one more, and tiiat is Brother 
Paul. Paul was a great man : highly taught in the 
things of God, deeply taught in all the branches of 
the gospel, a holy zealous follower of Jesus. Now 
Paul, we want to know if sin was any trouble to 
you ? *^ Yes, it was like a body of sin and death to 
me— a thorn in my flesh — a message of Satan — an 
evil ^present with me — ^a law in my members. At one 
time I came to the conclusion that it was no more I 
that sinned, but it was sin that dwelt in me." If, 
then, Paul was a man who was daily troubled with 
sin, who had to cry for grace to keep his body under, 
may not we hope to be saved by the same mercy and 
grace ? Ministers sometimes speak of Paul as if he 
knew nothing of sin. They say Saini Paul the Great 
Apostle ! Patdy Paid — Saint Paul ! He is Brother 
Paul, who had a wicked heart just as we have, and 
who had to fight againt sin and evil powers the same 
as we hare* Now Satan don't you teU us that we are 
unlike all other saints, and that no Ohristiaa is^ tried. 
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tempted, or perplexed as we are. We are not alone 
in our experience ; all the people of Ood througlumt 
the world have yery much the same things to contend 
"^th. 

** Call now, if there be any that will answer Thee.'* 
We have called, Eliphaz, and Abraham has answered, 
and Moses has answered, and David has answered, 
and Job has answered, and poor old Thomas has 
answered, and sister Martha has answered, and Paul 
has answered, and there are many more who would 
.give an answer to the call if it were needed. Thank 
God we have proved Mr. Eliphaz, the Temanite, to 
be only a taunting adviser. Before I come to the 
last part of this disooiirse need I say that we call on 
Ood, and He answereth : the Lord Ood has answered 
our prayers many, many times. We have not been 
<}alling upon Baal nor Dagon when we have cried 
to our Father. 

He has answered us; He is answering us; and 
He will so long as we have to caU upon Him. Hence 
learn then that the religion of Jesus Christ is 
not without response. It has a blessed result ; 
there is a sacred consequence ; the answer is certain. 
Seek and ye shall find is the promise ; we seek and 
we do find ; finding is the result of seeking. Who 
«ever sought the Lord and did not find Him ? Not a 
man who ever lived did so ; if we seek we shall find. 
To him that knocketh, the door shall be opened; 
keep on knocking, brother, and soon the Lord will 
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come and say, ** Come in ye blessed of the Lord.'*^ 
There shall be an answer soon. Unbelief may 
tauntingly say, " Call now — call now, {^ there be any 
that will give thee an answer." . But do like Peter, 
keep knocking ; the result is certain ; it shall all he 
right sopn;, the 'religion of Christ is not a dead 
ceremony. The dullest thing on earth is religion 
without life or power, without response — ^to come and 
go and feel no better, no happier, no holier, fihis 
would be dull work. Thank God it is not so. Wliea 
we Tisit the house of Gk)d we find comfort there ;' wi, 
come and call, the response is blessed. What gtea^i. 
results there are to-day from the work of the Lord» 
The world has been made to yield a response to the- 
work in her midst ; the preaching of th^ bl^sed* 
gospel has not been without efPect; mighty and 
lasting results follow it ; drunkardsir^ sobered by it ; 
and light and blessedness has been l^ead Itf* 
aiid wide. ""• 
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xxm. 

A LETTEB, 

FBOM AMOS VIMPEB, THE LOGAI. PBSACHEK, 

TO THE HUMOEOUS PAESON. 

JfiV. and dear Sir, — ^I take up my pen to write 

with, great pleasure these observations to you. 

I am quite well, as it leave me at present, 

thank God for it, hope you are the same likewise. Me 

and my Martha and our first-bomed in Egypt, has 

been to the sea-side for a week, and lovely it was to 

be sure, I never see so much water before in my Hfe^ 

and that salt we could not drink it— our first-bomed 

turned sick at the sight of it, and my old cream of 

tartar said she was half a mind to be bad herself; 

Coming down in that Bamsgate steamer stired up 

our poraged pots, till we were ready to empty them 

in the sea,— our first-bomed did do a little of that, 

poor thing, she was awful bad and white as a sheet, 

and veiy thankfdl we all was when we got safe to 

land. My attention was ~ arrested by a brother 

minister what did not know me to be in the same/ 

operations as isself ; he looked a fine parson-like sort 
I 2 
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of chap when you stood at a good way off ; a round 
Boft hat — a long mix staff coat, nearly black, and a 
broad-breasted waistcoat, topped up with a white band 
under his chin, the band I think was round his 
throat the night before (Sunday) when he preached 
till he sweat, and it run over the top of his band. 
He used a glass for his left eye, which made him look 
a regular swell, and I thought he was a gentLeaian 
minister, till I happened to cast my eyes down to \&a 
boots, they was gone over at the heel, both of fifem, 
only the one on the right-hand side was the woist • 
the bottom of his legs was quite ragged, looli^d Kke 
a circular comb. When I come tip to him dose I Me 
lie was no better thftn me, and not so good, for Mb 
hands were all over ink, and great eom«r oii Us 
fingers instead of on his toes. Well, thitiks I, iblk 
«re eye-glass of youm don't diime in with €bi6iik eie 
boots, what's walked themselres almost out o£ Heb^. 
t see him and two more reary xi^ligious like^paMtes 
•on the sands looking at the niggers* They looked^n 
at^ the fun and seemed to enjdy f t a» otbsr j^eople ^* of 
«)ui8e they looked Tery sol^bn, yet they we»^lo»%e 
«ure interested ; but, you should iunre' sMii'^tiwkn 
when one of the Uadc men west tound witk^lSaiuit^ 
^ey did shake «heir heaaift 9aiAt6limateym,^iM 
looked as sanctified as a dhurohyard^ fliey appeAi e fl, 
just then to remember that they wteBotiyi&'lodli&g 
on as they did/ so off tiiey w'ent; indeed, <we all w ^ri it 
off just ttboot thatjlamj^^ for oa^ of ihem ere nz^^gcxrs 



jcwy^: BBjB h», '' Ladies and geaennm» our next 

p#r{orniiaac9 will now dme, a^A. we shall takd tm 

miautes minerals, when w^ shall be delighted with 

^our perpetage," orpatesftge^ or something like that, 

. wade a big bow> and it was aU over. 

• While I was looking at the niggers,, my eild 

nnnegarised essence of honey, and pur first-homed in 

Jggypt, had got a lorely soat right on the front of the 

vaea, • '' Th^ai," says I, as soon I found them» ''them 

;^ave8 are all mada and joUed up wd let down aga^ 

hy t]»e ppwar and jdeasure of the Almighty." ** Then, 

tn^s. I^ f ■' The fool heith said in his heart there is no 

Qoi "^ let him look at them wojtbb, '' Sow solenp 

. it i|i ,1fo Jbok on ihem waves/' says.I to my cha^cmer. 

. **' Qh> sc^wui ibe bothered/' said $he, '' we don't wai^t 

. ^:^Qpe[o£ yer^ sermonts oow^ Aipos, fo holjl yer noia^/' 

-'TB)ij/-»ayBl, "dfM^ling, tljat s^. is the work /pf 

/Cted/'t */.0f oourse it:,is/' said sl^, "isFe allla^pjyf 

4i})^ bi^ w<d af39f.t o(m^ ^^ to. he jxreaiohiid ft, 

TiAm^.," '^^Q|" said our fi]|st^bo^^r '.'F^haveplei^ 

.f>l ^i^^jhex^c), we do;" So, I h^gm to whif|Ie^a 

Jhy?pnrt9^ie^ andfi^ay^no more^^, Af^r y^e^ h^,,^t 

1^e a}>9ut.hatf-WT}>^^ir'»^i^^^^ ^ ^T^m^^tmiS, 

,iay ojld jdeligfetful,. .s§y#, /Sff«w, Aflf^9% .f>««^ JW^^ 

4tf>ip^ iQ stQf her^ A i4g^ ^ lets^go to ^urif^gipffB; 

.10^ 4f ai:." . go u{)( we.^ all . ge^ /pji ^gpes .P& to , opr 

, Y^fl^pfil^abla aparjia^Leiatiai' which woul^ have ]been right 

i»J«onl^.9f fhd s^a if it had noi,l;>e«(a a. littil^. Qji pijie 

4n4e. ]B(ewseiier>; we^uld see thamighty brinej 4^^p 
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from OUT l>6dzoom wmdow, which I looked at till I 
eoold'nt see it at all, it got so dark; and my old 
life and soul was fast asleep, so into bed I got, deeply 
thinking on the wayes which rolled and tossed just 
over opposite like to our apartments. I wondered 
what made the waves so salt ; and what caused the 
sea to rise and fall so much ; and what made it bo 
wide — ^and so deep— and so blue ; and I went off to 
sleep preaching a sermon on the wonders of the deep. 
I was soon in a deep sleep, and there we both lay till 
morning. We should have been pretty eomfoxtarfale 
in our new resting-place, only them servants was flie 
slowest and dirtiest maddams tiiiat I erer sawed in 
all my homed days. I must say that my temper did 
rise, she brought up the fish and then k^pt us wait- 
ing fifteen minutes for hot water. It was as bad as 
waiting for an undertaker's coach. The first night 
all the candlesticks was put in one room, and no 
matches ; indeed, there was osily one box for all the 
house. And our teapot was suffering from a stricture 
of the gullet, and so' gave forth very slowly like. 
Altogether, I must say them people was very dirty. 
When anyone undertakes to take in lodgers, they 
ought to have things nice-like to make them happy. 
We paid a lot of money for the use of ihe rooms, we 
did, and the accommodation was npt up to OorJowa. 
"Well," says I, "old England lor ever*" (Bays I, 
"Our humble cottage is as good as this, anyday*" 
f* Tes," says my delight and joy^ " and a great ^ML 
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better. Bnnging people to a place like this, one 
would tliink you had more sense, Amos, they would:'*^ 
*^ O, its just like our father, it is," said oxir fizst-bomed. 
*^ Well," says I, ^*1 can't help it, its no use blowing 
me up, it ain't," ^*No," says my Martha, "We 
know it ain't any good at all blowing you up, we 
know that, we do." 

We managed to stop in this delightful place, with 
iliis fmst-rate accommodation, for a week, and en- 
jojod. oxirselyes very much indeed. I shall never 
forget them wayes, I shan't. I almost composed a 
bynm, I did, an the sands. Very fond of poetry I 
am. I only made a few lines. Do you think they 
will do for your new hymn book ? If you think they 
will, I will write some more and send them to you. 

Down in the bathing yans, 
Floating in the sea, 

Biding on it€ trayes, boys, " 

Such a jolly spree. t 

Down among the seft-weeds, \ 

Swimming with yonr hands, ^^ 

Boiling' in the briney deep, . 

A week on Bamsgate Sands. 

(I can write more if needed). , 

• . ' < ' ' ^ 

Do 3rou know, Sir, I- felt very thankfhl for tiHe 
week at Bamsgate. What a merqy, thoi^ht I, 
{hat I can bxin|^ my essence of jpy witii our 
first^bozned in Egypt to spend a week at Bamsgate. 
And; al^gether we spent a good bit of mon^, .^et. 
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I was 80 fall of ftankfohieii that Ae piiyileg^ W9b 
oun like to go. I told Maillia wliai I £e)t,' aad 9k» 
said, '' 0, stttfi, people ooglrt to come out (»]|Ge in the 
year, thankful or not fliaakfol ; you turn ei^erythiag 
to religion, Amoe, and talk so fussy about thjogf* 
I don't see what there is to Butke aueh a fosa about^ 
if people can't come to the sea-side thati's soboY all iitie 
year round like a weather-oockj it is a pity»" ' ' I kaov 
I should not like it if X did not oome, I can teUyeri^^ 
aaid the fiz8t«b<Hmed. '^ Yes, my dM^lings," said % 
^< but you should gire thanks for eveiTthiiig.. I>QO^t 
you know that ? '^ Oh, pf eourse, we know," «aJd 
Martha, <' we are not fioob^ Amos." " I kn^w jr^ 
are not, my own persuasion, but I thouf^t to jx^fffik 
if you ain't fodls, yoa ain't esints, yo^ ain% oc fou 
would bd thankful for them beautiiul wavesy.yw 
would." 

We came off fixwxBaowtgateonSfrturdf^mcxroinft 
wi&the 11.15 train* .whieh leaves Sapusgf^ta ao^ke 
time be&re twd^e o'dook^ ▲ oomk^ v^ in tbe 
eame compartment wtus a'lady and a girl. ' ^'Pimi 
lodgings at Bamsgate," says e^e, '^a^e fibockinig^?/ 
«< Why," said she, <' I psid 18s. for obb be^i^i^; and 
n sittii^ room. I am sure that eyety^Jxing is. ^jg^ 
idly dear*«fWGKse tkaA they are in %iwifm»^ll^^ 
Aee^how Ibe tun«ndthe{)9ea^haiieaue^tmy. i^o^ 
Mid the lacly« H«r asieie waa as rjdd as a^ ^ok .aftjl 
^paU as rough* The lady wetot ^Ok teUovg^ . "^Tlm 
Mtos," said flh^, Vare somethiAg &acfi4 wwi^d^ 
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tlMy ase going to put them Sckool Boaords on us,. I 
am Bture I don't kaow ho w we shall eyer get the m on^ 
t6 pay ihem with, and that's the truth. Erexy* 
tUng ie dreadful d^ar, and the rent and taxes are 
«iH^." ''It 16 y^ry mcj»,'^ said I to her, ''to come 
diown here for a week and see the beantifal waves of 
^e sea." ''Yes/' said she, " it's a poor heart that 
never rejoices. A fortnight don't hurt no one," said 
the lady, as she took out her brtody bottle to have 
a EttLe weak brandy and water, which she kept; 
^lAing aU the way up, and eating biscuits. People 
neism to think that as soon as they are seated in a 
railway train that they must ha^o some food ai^ 
dxisit^tonee^ 

' Someome said^ ^'That'ft Mr. Spuzgeon's p}aee 
of', worship we passed,"as we went by it. ''Ah/' 
said the lady with the blistered nose, " see how he^a 
^et on;"ODly get your naooye up, &r, thafs all; your 
mre to do then-." >' ¥hey teXL mo," said she^ ". thiifc 
M,oeo joir 15,900 ^people go to hear him eveicy 
«ttnday." -Well,'l^thottght,-if that betrpe^ 10^<K») 
ofeChmi eaniiat get in hi^plaoe, H^eeanse ihe Tuimxir 
^ttaele holds onl*f 5^000 pe^pkl; but I oafy sai(i^"/Ah, 
jre^ WoiiawiM/^ *' Why/*wBa5d4he la*jF^ "Jhey.gp 
•iromUl parts tb heUr h&m ; just^aa^if these were iidtfc 
oflierfneh da-gfood as^he; like ffome people will go 
Wosie'eiiop and bi^ iheSr thiags ; go a mile, \ilveiL 
Ibey could get them just aii good> at ho|&e.^' WeU, 
X thought, m^Tcy is^oftJaoi undw our very nose when 
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we fear she is a long way £rom us. '^I dare say, he 
is a good man/' said the red nosed lady. ''Kind to 
orphans and poor people, I am told. Still, I l^iink 
plenty can preach hesides him." Just then she 
pointed out the house of a woman-mnrderer, who 
was not hanged. "There," said she, ''ihaf s where 
she used to live ; and now she is out, and as free as 
we are." " Law," sho says, " there is no law ; why 
if she had been a poci* woman, they would hare hung 
her like a cat, but because she had lords and dukes 
on her side, she got off. Look how they served the 
Claimant." *' Do you think," said I, " that he was the 
right man." '' Oh, to be sure I do," said the lady. 
'^ He was the Claimant right enough, poor fellow* 
and they are robbing him out of his properly, you 
may depend; but that's not done with yet, no, no, 
there will be another trial as soon as they get any 
clue. And how shamefully they have served Dr. 
Kenealy. " Why," said a lady sitting opposite the 
lady with a blistered nose, '' he has had to take his 
trial for it, has he not?" "Yes, yes," said the 
other. ** Shameful ! shameful ! But they say that 
that Orton is to be home in twelve months' time. 
I think Dr. Kenealy said so ; that would make them 
have a new trial at once. The train stopped, and 
the talking lady got out ; and me and mine come on 
home. Our neighbours, Mr. and Mrs. Betterit, went 
with us, and made themselves very pleasant I must 
say. 
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In my sermontlast Sunday, I told the congregatidn 
the goodness of God in tiiem sea^wayee — how beau- 
tifid ihey roU up and down and neyer give orer. 
'*^Ji you want to see the wonderful works of Gh>d|'* 
said I, '< go to the sea-side where I haye been, and see 
the lovely wayes, and his wonders in the deep." 

Dear Sir, if you get out like with your home and 
think eyeiyone does better than you like, go to 
Bamsgate for a week, and when you come back you 
win be thaiikfnl for your dear old home, for there is 
no place like home. But I have wrote too much for 
a letter, so must conclude with best love to all. 

Tour brother and friend, 

To serve at any time, ' 

AMOS 7IMPER. 
Please excuse all blunders as my pen is not one of 
the best. 



SwrjOGiiBTON Hall, Jtjlt 29, 1874. 
TO MR. AMOS VIMPER. 

T dear Sir,— I received your long but wel- 
oome letter this evening. I am exceedingly 
pleased to hear that you have had such a 
pleasant Tidtio Bamsgate, and that your dear wife 
and firs1^b6i» child have enjoyed it so much. I am 
delighted to find that you, my dear brother, are in 
such a thankfal state of mind. It is, indeed, as vou 
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rery properly Bay, a wonderful Bight to look on the 
expanse of the courageous ooean. There we behold 
the footprints of the Son of Man ; and there we are 
reminded of the deep wisdom of God; which is like 
a sea without bottom or shore. 

I am afraid the lines you have so kindly sent me 
will not be just the right kind of thing for the new 
hymn book ; still they show that Mr. Yimper has &e 
power to compose. 

We are all well in this house. 

No more from your very loving friend, 

THE HUMOEOUS PAJRSOU. 



Mb. Amos Yimper. 
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XXIV. 

TONGUE AND MOUTH. 

EPEND upon it, beloved, that much depends 
(^^ upon the style in which the Word is preached. 
Men who are blind to this, are not mighty 
men in preaching, and there are more than twenly- 
fiye to be found in the world who are not mighty in 
preaching. In these days more attention is paid to 
Irain than tongue. If a man be a learned preacher, 
if he has a mind, if he is a great scholar, it is thought 
that he must make a fine minister. But, beloved, 
this is where they make the mistake. A man cannot 
be a fine minister without a fine tongue. A good 
mouth is as much required as a good mind — ^the mind 
holds it, but the mouth tells it. The mind cannot tell 
it of itself. A little mind and a big mouth will get 
along very well, but a big mind and a had delivery 
makes a sorry preacher of the Gospel. 

I am sure our colleges ought to look into the 
mouths of the young men to see that they are not 
tongue-tied, or that they have not an extension or 
contraction of that most useful little member. What 
good can a fellow do in preaching who has not voice 
enough to be heard, or who cannot talk plain. Some 
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very learned brother who speaks as if he had a great 
lollipop under his tongue. A man may be the finest 
brain teacher that ever looked out of a pair of eyes, 
yet if he has not a good mouth and a good tongue in 
it (the right size would be about six inches by two- 
and-a-half inches) he is of little service in the pulpit 
or on the platform. They would not have him on the 
stage, and a man shotUd haye a mouth good enough 
for the devil to serve God with. 

The mind is our powder but the mouth is our 
cannon. Our powder and shot will do little service 
if it be not delivered from the mouth of a good 
cannon. The world is not so much in want of great 
thinkers as great talkers. Christ's work will be done 
by preaching. How can they preach without a 
mouth ! A man to be a good preacher wants a good 
ivory box. All his teeth, if his own are worn out 
let him get some new ones fitted, and fitted well, his 
mouth must do it. Tongue labour, talk, speech, 
the thunder of language, the still small voice, but 
43till it must be a clear voice, and all the better if it 
be a pleasant toice, a musical vcnice. It should not 
be a voice in a man's nose nor in his belly! nor 
rough' in his throat; nor with teeth shut and kept in 
his mouth, but should be sounded out — right out in 
th^ midst of 'his congregation — as dear and strong 
as the case may demand. 

Men ate going iliad over M^^a^to say* Few seem 
to think how ttey shall say it. Plenty of men rave 
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wlien they should be calm — and are calm when they 
fihoold explode like a dap of thunder. Some 
preachers always ciy, but they do not often make 
others cry. Men wiU speak of the most solemn things 
in the most careless style, and announce their chapter 
and text with a voice grave enough for the grave's 
side. 

If I had a college full of yoxmg men who were 
preparing for the ministiy I should often lecture them 
on the powers of the human tongue! There are 
plenty of solemn parsons who would alter their tone 
if they were overboard with their head above water. 
''It was luno she said it/' said a young man when 
speaking of his mother's last words to him. And 
you may make up your mind, beloved, it is how we 
parsons say it too ! ! ! Some men might talk for a 
month and make no impression. They don't know 
how to say it. They have the right thing but they so 
mar it in setting it forth that no one cares to partake. 
Put the beet printed sermons in the mouths of bad 
speakers and who cares to listen. But put the most 
common place discourse in the mouth of a fine spokes- 
man and it will charm the ear. 

A good player will make a bad instrument sound 
well, but a bad player can't bring much out even if 
he has the most costly instrument at his command ! 
The preacher needs skill, articulation, pronunciation, 
and taneatumi Whatever else he has he must 
have good, dear, powerful dooution. He must study 
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the proper and ddlM use of lips — tongae— throat — 
and voice. He will sometimes speak in a whisper, 
and at other times as if he were giving command to 
five thousand soldiers. An auctioneer with a bad 
deliyery can't sell the best goods, while an anctioneer 
with a fine voice can sell bad ones well. 

The great qualification, therefore, for our beloyed 
brethren, dearly beloved, is mouth — speech — ^tone — 
voice — ^utterance ; what can they do wil^out these ? 
They can only do what a man told a preacher to do the 
other day. Thepreaoher kept saying, ''And what shall 
I more say, and what shall I more say." Some one 
shouted out, '' Say amen ! ! ! " And that, my dear 
ones, is all these bad-spoken gentlemen can do. 
They must say amen ; it would be better if they did, 
would it not P I think, my children, that a preacher 
should have clean lips, that the people might '8$$ 
what he says ; and a clear tone that they might hear 
what he says. He should speak with zeal, that they 
mAj feel what he says. He should use great plain- 
ness of speech, that they may understand what he 
says. He should speak cheerftdly, that they may 
receive what he says ; and attractively that they may 
reitm what he says. He should speak like a maoiy 
and not like a parson; unless he is a humorous 
parson ! ! ! Mouthology — ^tongueology — ^voioeology ; 
I am quite sure these, my beloved, ought to be 
studied by the noble order of the black doth and 
gown very much more than in the past. I dtould 
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not 130 BXLiprised one of these fine Sundays if some- 
rude man were to eall out^ ^* Qiye it mouth, mester ; 
-we don't hear what yer say down at this end." 
What^s the use telling a man hip house is on fiire if 
lie don't hear you. We must hammer it into them^ 
beloyed, I am sure. Make them hear it and under^ 
stand it; press it on them ; bring it near them; sound 
it out aloud ; make it ring in their ears, and dwell in 
their hearts, and stay in their minds. It is the 
preacher's work, and he is to do it with his mouth. 
He will go to his mind for thought, and to his heart 
for warmth, and send both forth a living stream in 
'burning words — ^loudly uttered for the sake of the 
deaf, to save the world. 

Speak out with power of yoice 

The royal truths of God; 
The nations shall rejoice 
To hear them spread abroad. 
Oh preach the word like men of old ; 
Now preach it, sirs, when you are told. 

A good preacher will be foimd with a large heart, 
and a large mouth, and a large gospel ; but should 
not often be found with large words, for large words 
do not smite large sinners. Gbeat sinners are brought 
down best and quickest with small words dipped in 
the holy fire ! The preacher's study should be his 
workshop. There he should make his powder and 
shot; prepare his bow and arrows. The public 
service is his battle-field ; let him there take aim 
with great care ; point his g^, aim his bow, with 
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Itp Aill detemiinatioii to bring down the foe — kDlthe 
^nernj — eave the smnera, and bring gloiy to the 
Nasaarean King. To do this, the minister must love 
€fod; love his work; and make himself understood 
and heard. Let no minister earn for himself the 
elegant inscription for the front of his pulpit, 
** Mangling done here." 

Ameu; amen, amen, as the oounly derk said. 
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